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SOME ACCOUNT

THE LIFE, &c.

OF

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE.

WRITTEN BY MR. RO-WE.

It seems to be a kind of respect due to th« memory of

excellent men, especially of those whom their wit and

learning have made famous, to deliver some account of

themselves, as well as their works, to posterity. For this

reason, how fond do we see some people of discovering

any Kttle personal story of the great men of antiquity !

their families, the common accidents of their lives, and

even their shape, make, and features, have been the subject

of critical inquiries. How trifling soever this curiosity

may seem to be, it is certainly very natural ; and we are

hardly satisfied with an accoimt of any remarkable person,^

till we have heard him described evenHo the very clothes

he wears > As for what relates to men of letters, the

knowledge of an author may sometimes conduce to the

better understanding his book 3 and though the works

VOL.
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of Mr. Shakespeare may seem to many not to want

a comment, yet I fancy some little account of the man

himself may not be thought improper to go along with

them.

He was the son of Mr. John Shakespeare, and was born

at Stratford-upon-Avon J in Warwickshire, in April, 1564.

His family, as appears by the register and public writings

relating to that town, were of good figure and fashion

there, and are mentioned as gentlemen. His father, who

was a considerable dealer in wool, had so large a family,

ten children in all, that though he was his eldest son, he

could give him no better education than his own employ-

ment. He had bred him, it is true, for some time at a

free-school, where, it is probable, he acquired what Latin

he was master of; but the narrowness of his circumstances,

and the want of his assistance at home, forced his father

to withdraw him from thence, and unhappily prevented

his further proficiency in that language. It is without

controversy, that in his works we scarce find any traces

of any thing that looks like an imitation of the ancients.

The delicacy of his taste, and the natural bent of his

own great genius, (equal, if not superior, to some of the

best of theirs,) would certainly have led him to read and

study them with so much pleasure, that some of their fine

images would naturally have insinuated themselves into,

and been mixed with, his own writings ; so that his not

copying at least something from them, may be an argu-

ment of his never having read them. Whether his igno-

rance of the ancients were a disadvantage to him or no,

may admit of a dispute: for though the knowledge of
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them might have made him more correct, yet it is not

improbable but that the regularity and deference for them,

which would have attended that correctness, might have

restrained some of that fire, impetuosity, and even beauti-

ful extravagance, which we admire in Shakespeare : and

I believe we are better pleased with those thoughts, alto-

gether new and uncommon, which his own imagination

supplied him so abundantly with, than if he had given

us the most beautiful passages out of the Greek and

Latin poets, and that in the most agreeable manner that

it was possible for a master of the English language to

deliver them.

Upon his leaving school, he seem? to have given cntkely

into that way of living which his father proposed to him

;

and in order to settle in the world after a family man-

ner, he thought fit to marry while he was yet very young.

His wife was the daughter of one Hathaway, said to have

been a substantial yeoman in the neighbourhood of Strat-

ford. In this kind of settlement he continued for some

time, till an extravagance that he was guilty of forced

him both out of his country, and that way of living

which he had taken up; and though it seemed at firss

to be a blemish upon his good manners, and a misfor-

tune to him, yet it afterwards happily proved the occasion

of exerting odc of the greatest genius-es^ that ever was

known in dramatic poetry. He had, by a misfortune

common enough to young fellows, fallen into ill com-

pany; and amongst them, some that made a frequent

practice of deer-stealing, engaged him more than once in

robbing a park that belonged to Sir Thomas Lucv, of
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Charlecote, near Stratford. For this he was prosecuted by

that gentleman, as he thought, somewhat too severely;

and in order to revenge that ill usage, he made a ballad

upon him. And though this, probably the first essay of

bis poetry, be lost, yet it is said to have been so very bitter,

that it redoubled the prosecution against him to that

degree, that he was obliged to leave his business and

family in Warwickshire, for some time, and shelter

himself in London.

It is at this time, and upon this accident, that he is

said to have made his first acquaintance in the play-house.

He was received into the company then in being, at first

in a very mean rank; but his admirable wit, and the

natural turn of it to the stage, soon distinguished him,

if not as an extraordinary actor, yet as an excellent writer.

His name is printed, as the custom was in those times,

amongst those of the other players, before some old

plays, but without any particular account of what sort

of parts he used to play ; and though I have enquired, I

could never meet with any further account of him this

way, than that the top of his performance was the Ghost

in his own Hamlet. I should have been much more

pleased, to have learned from certain authority, which

was the first play he wrote ; it would be without doubt a

pleasure to any man, curious in things of this kind, to see

and know what was the first essay of a fancy like Shake-

speare's. Perhaps we are not to look for his beginnings,

like those of other authors, among their least perfect

writings ; art had so little, and nature so large a share in

what he did, that, for aught I know, the performances of
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his youth, as they were the most vigorous, and had the

most fire and strength of imagination in them, were the

best. I would not be thought by this to mean, that his

fancy was so loose and extravagant, as to be independent

on the rule and government of judgment j but that what

he thought, was commonly so great, so justly and rightly

conceived in itself, that it wanted little or no correction,

and was immediately approved by an impartial judgment

at the first sight. But though the order of time in which

the several pieces were written, be generally uncertain,

yet there are passages in some few of them which seem

to fix their dates. So the Chorus at the end of the fourth

act of Henry the Fifth, by a compliment very handsomeh

turned to the earl of Essex, shows the play to have been

written when that lord was general for the queen in

Ireland; and his elogy upon queen Elizabeth, and her

successor king James, in the latter end of his Henry the

Eighth, is a proof of that play's being written after the ac-

cession of the latter of those two princes to the crown of

England. Whatever the particular times of his writing

were, the people of his age, who began to grow wonder-

fully fond of diversions of this kind, could not but be

highly pleased to see a genius arise amongst them of so

pleasurable, so rich a vein, and so plentifully capable of

furnishing their favourite entertainments. Besides the

advantages of his wit, he was in himself a good-natured

man, of great sweetness in his manners, and a most agree-

able companion ; so that it is no wonder, if, with so many

good qualities, he made himself acquainted with the best

conversations of those times. Queen Elizabeth had several
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of his plays acted before her, and without doubt gave him

aiany gracious marks of her favour : it is that maiden prin-

cess plainly, whom he intends by

——— a fair vestal, throned by the west.

A Midsummer'Nighfs Dream,

and that whole passage is a compliment very properly

brought in, and very handsomely applied to her. . She

was so well pleased with that admirable character of Fal-

staff, in The Two Parts of Henry the Fourth, that she

commanded him to continue it for one play more, and to

show him iu love. This is said to be the occasion of

his writing The Merry Wives of IVindsor. How well she

was obeyed, the play itself is an admirable proof. Upon

this occasion it may not be improper to observe, that this

part of FalstafF is said to have been written originally

under the name of Oldcastle : some of that family being

then remaining, the queen was pleased to command him

to alter it; upon which he made use of FalstafF. The

present offence was indeed avoided ; but I do not know

wh^er the author may not have been somewhat to

blame in his second choice, since it is certain that Sir

John Falstaff, who was a knight of the garter, and a

lieutenant-general, was a name of distinguished merit in

the wars in France iii Henry the Fifth's and Henry the

Sixth's times. What grace soever the queen conferred

upon him, it was not to her only he owed the fortune

which the reputation of his wit made. He had the

honour to meet with many great and uncormnon marks
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of favour and friendship from the earl of Southampton,

famous in the histories of that time for his friendship to

the unfortunate earl of Essex. It was to that noble lord

that he dedicated his poem of Verms and Adonis. There

is one instance so singular in the magnificence of this

patron of Shakespeare's, that if I had not been assured

that the story was handed down by Sir William D'Ave-

nant, who was probably very well acquainted with his

affairs, I should not have ventured to have inserted, that

my lord Southampton at one time gave him a thousand

pounds, to enable him to go through with a purchase

which he heard he had a mind to. A bounty very great,

and very rare at any time, and almost equal to that profuse

generosity the present age has shown to French dancers

and Italian singers.

What particular habitude or friendships he contracted

with private men, I have not been able to learn, more

than that every one, who had a true taste of merit, and

could distinguish men, had generally a just value and

esteem for him. His exceeding candour and good-nature

must certainly have inclined all the gentler part of the

world to love him, as the power of his wit obliged the

men of the most delicate knowledge and polite learning

to admire him.

His acquaintance with Ben Jonson began with a remark-

able piece of humanity and good-nature : Mr. Jonson,

who was at that time altogether unknown to the world,

had offered one *of his plays to the players, in order to

have it acted ; and the persons into whose hands it was

put, after having turned it carelessly and superciliously
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<^ei, were just upon returning it to him with an ill-

natured answer, that it would be of no service to their

company; when Shakespeare luckily cast his eye upon

it, and found something so well in it, as to engage him

first to read it through, and afterwards to recommend

Mr. Jonson and his writings to the publick, Jonson was

certainly a very good scholar, and in that had the advan-

tage of Shakespeare ; though at the same time I believe it

must be allowed, that what nature gave the latter, was

more than a bdance for what books had given the former;

and the judgement of a great man upon this occasion was,

I think, very just and proper. In a conversation between

Sir John Suckling, Sir William D'Avenant, Endymion

Porter, Mr, Hales of Eton, and Ben Jonson, Sir John
Suckling, who was a professed admirer of Shakespeare,

had undertaken his defence against Ben Jonson with some

warmth ; Mr. Hales, who had sat still for some time, told

them. That if Mr. Shakespeare had not read the ancients,

he had likewise not stolen any thingfrom them; and that

if he would produce any one topic Jinely treated by any

one of them, he would undertake to show something upon

the same sulject at least as well vjritien ly Shakespeare.

The latter part of his life was spent, as all men of good

sense will wish theirs may be, in ease, retirement, and the

conversation of his friends. He had the good fortune to

gather an estate equal to his occasion, and, in that, to his

wish; and is said to have spent some years before his

death at his native Stratford, His pleasurable wit and

good-nature engaged him in the acquaintance, and en-

siled him to the friendship, 'of the gentlemen of the
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neighbourhood. Amongst them, it is a story almost still

remembered in that country, that he had a particular

intimacy with Mr. Combe, an old gentleman noted

thereabouts for his wealth and usury : it happened, that

in a pleasant conversation among their conmnon friends,

Mr. Combe told Shakespeare in a laughing manner, that

he fancied he intended to write his epitaph, if lie happened

to outlive him ; and since he could not know what might

be said of him when he was dead, he desired it might be

done immediately
J
upon which Shakespeare gave him

these four verses

:

Ten in the Mindred lies here ingrav'd;

'Tis a hundred to ten his soul is not sav*d:

If any man ask, Who lies in this tomb?

Oh ! ho ! quoth the devil, 'tis my John-a-Combe.

But the sharpness of the satire is said to have stung the

man so severely, that he never forgave it.

He died in the 53d year of his age, and was buried on

the north side of the chancel, in the great church at

Stratford, where a monument is placed in the wall- On
his grave-stone underneath is.

Good friend, for Jesus' sake forbear

To dig the dust inclosed here.

Blest be -the man that spares these stonei.

And curst be he that moves my bones.

He had three daughters, of which two lived to be

aiarried ; Judith, the eider, to one Mr. Thomas Quiney, by

whom she had three sons, who all died without children

;
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anil Susanna, who was his favourite, to Dr. John Hall,

a physician of good reputation in that country. She

left one child only, a daughter, who was married first

to Thomas Nashe, Esq. and afterwards to Sir John Bar-

nard of Ablngton, but died likewise without issue.

This is what I could learn of any note, either relating

to himself or family: the character of the man is best

seen in his writings. But since Ben Jonson has made a

sort of an essay towards it in his Discoveries, I will give

it in his words:

'* I remember the players have often mentioned it as

an honour to Shakespeare, that in writing (whatsoever he

penned) he never blotted out a line. My answer hath

been. Would he had Hotted a thousand! which they

thought a malevolent speech. I had not told posterity

this, but for their ignorance, who chose that circumstance

to commend their friend by, wherein he most faulted:

and to justify mine own candour, for I loved the man,

and do honour his memory, on this side idolatry, as

much as any. He was, indeed, honest, and of an open

and free nature, had an excellent fancy, brave notions, and

gentle expressions ; wherein he flowed with that facility,

that sometimes it was necessary he should be stopped :

Suffiaminandus erat, as Augustus said of Haterius. His

wit was in his own power ; would the rule of it had been

so too. Many times he fell into those things which could

not escape laughter; as when he said in the person of

Caesar, one speaking to him,

Csear, tliou doet me wrong.
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He replied

.

Caesar did never wrong, but with just cause.

and such like, which were ridiculous. But he redeemed

his vices with his virtues : there was ever more in him to

be praised than to be pardoned."

s As for the passage which he mentions out of Shake-

speare, there is somewhat like it in Julius CcBsar, but

without the absurdity ; nor did I ever meet with it in any

edition that I have seen, as quoted by Mr. Jonson.

Besides his plays in this edition, there are two or three

ascribed to him by Mr. Langbaine, which I have never

seen, and know nothing of. He writ likewise Venus and

Adonis and Tarquin and Lucrcce, in stanzas, which have

been printed in a late collection of poems. As to the

character given of him by Ben Jonson, there is a good

deal true in it : but I believe it may be as well expressed

by what Horace says of the first Romans, who wrote

tragedy upon the Greek models (or indeed translated them)

in his epistle to Augustus:

natura sublimis et acer:

Nam spirat tragicum satis, et feliciter audet,

Sed turpem putat in cliartis metuitque lituram.

As I have not proposed to myself to enter into a large

and complete criticism upon Shakespeare's works, so I

will only take the liberty, with all due submission to the

judgement of others, to observe some of those things I have

been pleased with in looking him over.
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His plays are properly to be distinguished only into

comedies and tragedies. Those which are called histo-

ries, and even some of his comedies, are really tragedies,

with a run or mixture of comedy amongst them. That

way of tragi-comedy was the common mistake of that

age, and is indeed become so agreeable to the English

taste, that though the severer critics among us cannot

bear it, yet the generality of our audiences seem to be

better pleased with it than with an exact tragedy. The

Merry Wives of Windsor, The Comedy of Errors, and

The Taming of a Shrew, are all pure comedy j the rest,

however they are called, have something of both kinds.

It is not very easy to determine which way of writing he

was most excellent in. There is certainly a great deal of

entertainment in his comical humours j and though they

did not then strike at all ranks of people, as the satire of

the present age has taken the liberty to do, yet there is a

pleasing and a well-distinguished variety in those charac-

ters which he thought fit to meddle with. FalstafF is

allowed by every body to be a master-piece ; the character

is always well sustained, though drawn out into the length

of three plays ; and even the account of his death, given

by his old landlady Mrs. Quickly, in the first act of

Henry the Fifth, though it be extremely natural, is yet

as diverting as any part of his life. If there be any fault

in the draught he has made of this lewd old fellow, it

is, that though he has made him a thief, lying, cowardly,

vain-giorious, and in short every way vicious, yet he ha£

given him so much wit as to render him almost too

agreeable, and I do not know whether some people
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have not, in remembrance of the diversion he had for-

merly afforded them, been sorry to see his friend Hal

use him so scurvily when he comes to the crown in

the end of The Second Part of Henry the Fourth.

Amongst other extravagancies, in The Merry Wives of

JVindsor he has made him a deer-stealer, that he might

at the same time remember his Warwickshire prosecutor,

under the name of Justice Shallow ; he has given him

very near the san\e coat of arms which Dugdale, in his

Antiquities of that county, describes for a family there,

and makes the Welsh parson descant very pleasantly

upon them. That whole play is admirable ; the humours

are various and well opposed; the main design, which is

to cure Ford of his unreasonable jealousy, is extremely

well conducted. In The Twelfth Night there is some-

thing singularly ridiculous and pleasant in the fantastical

steward Malvolio. The parasite and the vain-glorious in

Parolles, in Alls Well that Ends Well^ is as good as any

thing of that kind in Plautus or Terence. Petruchio, in

The Taming of the Shrew, is an uncommon piece of

humour. The conversation of Benedick and Beatrice,

in Much Ado ahout Nothing, and of Rosalind, in As you

like it, have much wit and sprightliness all along. His

clowns, without which character there was hardly any

play writ in that time, are all very entertaining: and, I

believe, Thersites in Troilus and Cressida, and Ape-

mantus in Timon, will be allowed to be master-pieces of

ill-nature, and satirical snarling. To these I might add,

that incomparable character of Shylock the Jew, in The

Merchant of Venice ; but though we have seen that play
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received and acted as a comedy, and the part of the Jevr

performed by an excellent comedian, yet 1 cannot but

think it was designed tragically by the author. There

appears in it such a deadly spirit of revenge, such a

savage fierceness and fellness, and such a bloody designa-

tion of cruelty and mischief, as cannot agree either with

the style or characters of comedy. The play itself, take it

altogether, seems to me to be one of the most finished

of any of Shakespeare's. The tale, indeed, in that part

relating to the caskets, and the extravagant and unusual

kind of bond given by Antonio, is too much removed

from the rules of probability ; but taking the fact for

granted, we must allow it to be very beautifully written.

There is something in the friendship of Antonio to Bas-

sanio very great, generous, and tender. The whole

fourth act (supposing, as I said, the fact to be probable)

is extremely fine. But there are two passages that deserve

a particular notice. The first is, what Portia says in

praise of mercy, and the other on the power of music.

The melancholy of Jaques, in As you like it, is as

singular and odd as it is diverting. And, if what Horace

says.
Difficile est proprie communia dicere,

it will be a hard task for any one to go beyond him

in the description of the several degrees and ages of

man's life, though the thought be old, and common

enough.
All the world's a stage,

And all the men and women merely players ;

They have their exits and their entrances,

And one man in his time plays many parts.

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant*
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Mewling and puking in the nnrse's arms

:

And then, the whining school-boy with his satchel.

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then, the lover

Sighing like furnace, with a woful ballad

Made to his mistress' eye-brow. Then, a soldier;

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pard.

Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel.

Seeking the bubble reputation

£v'n in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice j

In fair round belly, with good capon lin'd,

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut.

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and sUpper'd pantaloon ;

With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side

;

His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice.

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound : Last scene of aU»

That ends this strange eventful history.

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ;

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing.

His images are indeed every where so lively, that the

thing he would represent stands full before you, and you

possess every part of it. I will venture to point out one

more, which is, I think, as strong and as uncommon as

any thing I ever saw ; it is an image of Patience. Speak-

ing of a maid in love, he says,

-— She never told her love.

But let concealment, like a worm i'th'bud.

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought.

And sate like Patience on a monument,

Smiling at Grief.

What an image is here given ! and what a task would it

have been for the greatest masters of Greece and Rome
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to have expressed the passions designed by this sketch of

statuary ! The style of his comedy is, in general, natural

to the characters, and easy in itself; and the wit most

commonly sprightly and pleasing, except in those places

where he runs into doggerel rhimes, as in The Comedy of

Errors, and some other plays. As for his jingling some-

times, and playing upon words, it was the common vice

of the age he lived in : and if we find it in the pulpit,

made use of as an ornament to the sermons of some of

the gravest divines of those times, perhaps it may not be

thought too light for the stage.

But certainly the greatness of this author's genius does

no where so much appear, as where he gives his imagina-

tion an entire loose, and raises his fancy to a flight above

mankind, and the limits of the visible world. Such are

his attempts in The Tempest, A Midsummer-Night''

&

Dream, Macbeth, and Hamlet. Of these. The Tempest,

however it comes to be placed the first by the publishers

of his works, can never have been the first written by him

:

it seems to me as perfect in its kind, as almost any thing

we have of his. One may observe, that the unities are

kept here, with an exactness uncommon to the liberties of

his writing ; though that was what, I suppose, he valued

himself least upon, since his excellencies were all of

another kind. I am very sensible that he does, in this

play, depart too much from that likeness to truth which

ought to be observed in these sort of writings; yet he

does it so very finely, that one is easily drawn in to have

more faith for his sake, than reason does well allow of.

His magic has something in it very solemn> and very
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poetical: and that extravagant character of Caliban is

mighty well sustainec], shows a wonderful invention in

the author, who could strike out such a particular wild

image, and is certainly one of the finest and most un-

common grotesques that ever was seen. The observa-

tion, which, I have been informed, three very great men

concurred in making upon this part, was extremely just ,

that Shakespeare had not onlyfound out a new character

in his Caliban, htt had also devised and adopted a new

manner of languagefor that character.

It is the same magic that raises the Fairies in A Mid-

summer-Nighfs Dream, the Witches in Macheth, and

the Ghost in Hamlet, with thoughts and language so

proper to the parts they sustain, and so peculiar to the

talent of this writer. But of the two last of these plays I

shall have occasion to take notice, among the tragedies

of Mr. Shakespeare. If one undertook to examine the

greatest part of these by those rules which are established

by Aristotle, and taken from the model of the Grecian

stage, it would be no very hard task to find a great many

faults; but as Shakespeare lived under a kind of mere

light of nature, and had never been made acquainted with

the regularity of those written precepts, so it would be

hard to judge him by a law be knev/ nothing of. We
are to consider him as a man that lived in a state of

almost universal licence and ignorance: there was no

established judge, but every one took the liberty to write

according to the dictates of his own fancy. When one

considers, that there is not one play before him of a re-

putation good enough to entitle it to an appearance ou

VOL. , c
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the present stage, It cannot but be a matter of grestt

w nder that he should advance dramatic poetry so far as

he did. The fable is what is generally placed the first,

among those that are reckoned the constituent parts of a

tragic or heroic poem; not, perhaps, as it is the most

difficult or beautiful, but as it is the first properly to be

thought of in the contrivance and course of the whole;

and with the fable ought to be considered the fit dispo-

sition, order, and conduct of its several parts. As it is

not in tnis province of the drama that the strength and

mastery of Shakespeare lay, so I shall not undertake the

tedious and ill-fiatured trouble to point out the several

faults he was guilty of in it. His tales were seldom in-

vented, but rather taken either from the true history, or

novels and romances; and he commonly made use of

them in that order, with those incidents, and that extent

of time in which he found them in the authors from

whence he borrowed them. So The Winter^s Tale,

which is taken from an old book, called The 'Delectable

History of Dorastus and Faivnia, contains the space of

sixteen or seventeen years, and the scene is sometimes

laid in Bohemia, and sometimes in Sicily, according to

the original order of the story. Almost all his historical

plays comprehend a length of time, and very different

and distinct places : atid in his Antony and Cleopatra,

the scene travels over the greatest part of the Roman
empire. But in recompence for his carelessness in this

point, when he comes to another part of the drama, the

manners of his characters, in acting or speaking what is

properfor them, andfit to he shown by the poet, he maj
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be generally justified, and in very many places greatly

commended. For those plays which he has taken from

the English or Roman history, let any man compare them,

and he will find the character as exact in the poet as

the historian. He seems indeed so far from proposing to

himselfany one action for a subject, that the title very often

tells you it is The Life of Ki?ig John, King Bichard, &c.

What can be more agreeable to the idea our histo-

rians give of Henry the Sixth, than the picture Shake-

speare has drawn of him ! His manners are every where

exactly the same with the story j one finds him still de-

scribed with simplicity, passive sanctity, want of courage,

weakness of mirwl, and- easy submission to the govern-

ance of an imperious wife, or prevailing faction : though

at the same time the poet does justice to his good qua-

lities, and moves the pity of his audience for him, by

showing him pious, disinterested, a contemner of the

things of this world, and wholly resigned to the severest

dispensations of God's providence. There is a short

scene in The Second Pavt of Hemy the Sixth, which I

cannot but think admirable in its kind. Cardinal Beau-

fort, who had murdered the Duke of Gloucester, is shown

in the last agonies on his death-bed, with the good king

praying over him. There is so much terror in one, so

much tenderness and moving piefey in the other, as must

touch any one who is capable either of fear or pity.

In his Henry the Eighth, that prince is drawn with that

greatness of mind, and all those good qualities which arc

attributed to him in any account of his reign. If his

faults are not shown in an equal degree and the shade*
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in this picture do not bear a just proportion to the lights,

it is not that the artist wanted either colours or skill in

the disposition of them : but the truth, I believe, might

be, that he forbore doing it out of regard to queen Eliza-

beth, since it could have been no very great respect ta

the memory of his mistress, to have exposed some cer-

tain parts of her father's life upon the stage. He ha*

dealt much more freely with the minister of that great

king; and certainly nothing was ever more justly writ-

ten than the character of Cardinal Wolsey. He has

shown him insolent in his prosperity; and yet, by a

wonderful address, he makes his fall and ruin the sub-

ject of general compassion. The whole man, with his

vices and virtues, is finely and exactly described in the

second scene of the fourth act. The distresses likewise

of Queen Katharine, in this play, are very movingly

touched; and though the art of the poet has screened

King Henry from any gross imputation of injustice, yet

one is inclined to wish, the Queen had met with a for-

tune more worthy of her birth and virtue. Nor are the

manners, proper to the persons represented, less justly

observed, in those characters taken from the Roman
history; and of this, the fierceness and impatience of

Coriolanus, his courage and disdain of the common

people, the virtue and philosophical temper of Brutus, and

the irregular greatness of mind in M. Anthony, are beau-

tiful proofs. For the two last especially, you find them

exactly as they are described by Plutarch, from whom
certainly Shakespeare copied them. He has indeed fol-

lowed his original pretty close, and taken in several little
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incidents that might have been spared in a play. But,

as I hinted before, his design seems most commonly

rather to describe those great men in the several fortunes

and accidents of their lives, than to take any single great

action, and form his work simply upon that. However,

ther^ are some of his pieces, where the fable is founded

upon one action only. Such are more especially, Romeo

and Juliet, Hamlety and Othello. The design in Romeo

and Juliet is plainly the punishment of their two families,

for the unreasonable feuds and animosities that had

been so long kept up between them, and occasioned the

effusion of so much blood. In the management of

this story, he has shown something wonderfully tender

and passionate in the love-part, and very pitiful in the

distress. Hamlet is founded on much the same tale with

the Electra of Sophocles. In each of them a young prince

is engaged to revenge the death of his father, their mothers

are equally guilty, are both concerned in the murder

of their husbands, and are afterwards married to the

murderers. There is in the first part of the Greek tragedy

something very moving in the grief of Electra ; but,

as M. Dacier has observed, there is something very

unnatural and shocking in the manners he has given that

Princess and Orestes in the latter part. Orestes imbrues

his hands in the blood of his own mother 3 and that bar-

barous action is performed, though not immediately upon

the stage, yet so near, that the audience hear Clytemnestra

crying out to ^gysthus for help, and to her son for

mercy : while Electra her daughter, and a Princess, (.both

of them characters that ought to have appeared with
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more decency,) stands upon the stage and encourages

her brother in the parricide. What horror does this not

raise! Clytemnestra was a wicked woman, and had

deser\'ed to diej nay, in the truth of the story, she was

killed by her own son ; but to represent an action of this

kind on the stage, is certainly an offence against those

rules of manners proper to the persons, that ought to be

observed there. On the contrary, let us only look a little

on the conduct of Shakespeare. Hamlet is represented

with the same piety towards his father, and resolution

to revenge his death, as Orestes j he has the same

abhorrence for his mother's guilt, which, to provoke

him the more, is heightened by incest: but it is with

wonderful art and justness of judgement, that the pof**

restrains him from doing violence to his mother. To
prevent any thing of that kind, he makes his father's

Ghost forbid that part of his vengeance :

But howsoever thou pursu'st this act.

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

Against thy mother aught; leave her to heav'n.

And to those tliorns that in her bosom lodge,

To prick and sting her.

Tills is to distinguish rightly between horror and terror.

The latter is a proper passion of tragedy, but the former

ought always to be carefully avoided. And certainly

no dramatic writer ever succeeded better in raising terror

in the minds of an audience than Shakespeare has

done. The whole tragedy of Macbeth, but more espe-

cially the scene where the king is murdered, in the

second act, as well as this play, is a noble proof of that
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manly spirit with which he writ; and both show how

powerful he was, in giving the strongest motions to our

souls that they are capable of. I cannot leave Hamlel,

without taking notice of the advantage with which we

have seen this masterpiece of Shakespeare distinguish

itself upon the stage, by Mr. Betterton's fine performance

of that part. A man who, though he had no other

good qualities, as he has a great many, must have made

his way into the esteem of all men of letters, by this

only excellency. No man is better acquainted with

Shakespeare's manner of expression, and indeed he has

studied him so well, and is so much a master of him,

that whatever part of his he performs, he does it as if it

had been written on purpose for him, and that the author

had exactly conceived it as he plays it. I must own a

particular obligation to him, for the most considerable

part of the passages relating to this life, which I have

here transmitted to the public; his veneration for the

memory of Shakespeare having engaged him to make a

journey into Warwickshire, on purpose to gather up

what remjains he could, of a name for which he had so

great a veneration *.

To theforegoing Account of Shakespeare's Life, I have only

one Passage to add, which Mr. Pope related, as communicated

to him by Mr. Rowe.

In the time of Elizabeth, coaches being yet uncommon,

and hired coaches not at oil in use, those who wete too

* This Account of the Life of Shakespeare is printed from Mr. Rowe's

second edition, in which it had been abridged and altered by himself after

its appearance in 1709. STEEVEN^
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proud, too tender, or too idle to walk, went on horse-

back to any distant business or diversion. Many came

on hor'-:eback to the play, and when Shakespeare fltd to

London from the terror of a crimhial prosecution, his

iirst expedient was to wait at the door of the playhouse,

and hold the horses of those that had no servants,

that they might be ready again after the performance.

In this office he became so conspicuous for his care

and readiness, that in a short time every man as he

alighted called for Will. Shakespeare, and scarcely any

other waiter was trusted with a horse while Will.

Shakespeare could be had. This was the first dawn of

better fortune. Shakespeare, finding more horses put

into liis hand than he could hold, hired boys to wait

under his inspection, who, when Will. Shakespeare was

summoned, were immediately to present themselves, /
^m Shakespeare s hoy. Sir. In time Shakespeare found

higher employment: but as long as the practice of riding

to the playhouse continued, the waiters that held the

Gorses retained tlie appellation of, Sh-akespeare's hoys.

JOHNSOW.
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That praises are without reason lavished on the dead,

and that the honours due only to excellence are paid to

antiquity, is a complaint likely to be always continued

by those, who, being able to add nothing to truth, hope

for eminence from the heresies of paradox; or those,

who, being forced by disappointment upon consolatory

expedients, are willing to hope fiom posterity what the

present age refuses, and flatter themselves that the regard

which is yet denied by envy, will be at last bestowed

by time.

Antiquity, like every other quality that attracts the

notice of mankind, has undoubtedly votaries that reve-

rence it, not from reason, but from prejudice. Some

seem to admire indiscriminately whatever has been long

preserved, without considering that time has sometimes

co-operated with chance ; all perhaps are more willing to

honour past than present excellence ; and the mind con-

templates genius through the shades of age, as the eye

« First printed in 176(.
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surveys the sun through artificial opacity. The great

contention of criticism is to find the faults of the moderns,

and the beauties of the ancients. While an author is yet

living, we estimate his powers by his worst performance;

and when he is dead, we rate them by his best.

To works, however, of which the excellence is not

absolute and definite, but gradual and comparative; to

works not raised upon principles demonstrative and scien-

tific, but appealing wholly to observation and experience,

no other test can be applied than length of duration

and continuance of esteem. What mankind have long

possessed they have often examined and compared, and

if they persist to value the possession, it is because

frequent comparisons have confirmed opinion in its

favour. As among the works of nature, no man can

properly call a river deep, or a mountain high, without

the knowledge of many mountains, and many rivers ; so

in the productions of genius, nothing can be styled

excellent till it has been compared with other works of

the same kind. Demonstration immediately displays its

power, and has nothing to hope or fear from the flux of

years; but works tentative and experimental must be

estimated by their proportion to the general and collective

abiUty of man, as it is discovered in a long succession

of endeavours. Of the first building that was raised,

it might be with certainty determined that it was round

or square; but whether it was spacious or lofty must

have been referred to time. The Pythagorean scale of

numbers was at once discovered to be perfect; but

the poems of Homer we yet know not to transcend the
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common limits of human intelligence, but by remarking,

that nation after nation, and century after century, has

been able to do little more than transpose his incidents,

new name his characters, and paraphrase his sentiments.

The reverence due to writings that have long subsisted

arises therefore not from any credulous confidence in the

superior wisdom of past ages, or gloomy persuasion of

the degeneracy of mankind, but is the consequence of

acknowledged and indubitable positions, that what has

been longest known has been most considered, and what

is most considered is best understood.

The poet, of whose works I have undertaken the re-

vision, may now begin to assume the dignity of an ancient,

and claim the privilege of established fame and prescriptive

veneration. He has long outlived his century, the term

commonly fixed as the test of literary merit. Whatever

advantages he might once derive from personal allusions,

local customs, or temporary opinions, have for many

years been lost ; and every topic of merriment, or motive

of sorrow, which the modes of artificial life afforded

him, now only obscure the scenes which they once

illuminated. The effects of favour and competition are

at an end ; the tradition of his friendships and his enmities

has perished; his works support no opinion with argu-

ments, nor supply any faction with invectives; they can

neither indulge vanity, nor gratify malignity; but are

read without any other reason than the desire of pleasure,

and are therefore praised only as pleasure is obtained;

yet, thus unassisted by interest or passion, they have past

thraugh variations of taste and changes of manners,
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and, as they devolved from one generation to another,

have received new honours at every transmission.

But because human judgment, though it be gradually

gaining upon certainty, never becomes infallible j and

approbation, though long continued, may yet be only

the approbation of prejudice or fashion; it is proper to

inquire, by what peculiarities of excellence Shakespeare has

gained and kept the favour of his countrymen.

Nothing can please many, and please long, but just

representations of general nature. Particular manners

can be known to few, and therefore few only can judge

how nearly they are copied. The irregular combina-

tions of fanciful Invention may delight awhile, by that

novelty of which the common satiety of life sends us all

in quest; the pleasures of sudden wonder are soon ex-

hausted, and the mind can only repose on the stability

of truth.

Shakespeare is above all writers, at least above all mo-

dern writers, the poet of nature ; the poet that holds up

to his readers a faithful mirror of manners and of life.

His characters are not modified by the customs of parti-

cular places, unpractised by the rest of the world; by

the peculiarities of studies or professions, which can ope-

rate but upon small numbers ; or by the accidents of

transient fashions or temporary opinions; they are this

genuine progeny of common humanity, such as the world

will always supply, and observation will always find.

His persons act and speak by the influence of those

general passions and principles by which all minds are

agitated, and the whole system of life is continued in
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motion. In the writings of other poets a character is too

often an individual ; in those of Shakespeare it is com-

monly a species.

It is from this wide extension of design that so much

instruction is derived. It is this which fills the plays of

Shakespeare with practical axioms and domestic wisdom.

It was said of Euripides, ihat every verse was a precept

;

and it may be said of Shakespeare, that from his works

may be collected a system of civil and ccconomical pru-

dence. Yet his real power is not shown in the splendor

of particular passages, but by the progress of his fable,

and the tenor of his dialogue ; and he that tries to re-

commend him by select quotations, will succeed like the

pedant in Hierocles, who, when he offered his house to

sale, carried a brick in his pocket as a specimen.

It will not easily be imagined how much Shakespeare

excels in accommodating his sentiments to real life, but

by comparing him with other authors. It was observed

of the ancient schools of declamation, that the more

diligently they were frequented, the more was the student

disqualified for the world, because he found nothing there

which he should ever meet in any other place. Tlie

same remark may be applied to every stage but that of

Shakespeare. The theatre, when it is under any other

direction, is peopled by such characters as were never

seen, conversing in a language which was never heard,

upon topics which will never arise in the commerce of

mankind. But the dialogue of this author is often so evi-

dently determined by the incident which produces it,

and is pursued with so much ease and simplicity, that it
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seems scarcely to claim the merit of fiction, but to have

been gleaned by diligent selection out of common con-

versation and common occurrences.

Upon every other stage the universal agent is love, by

whose power all good and evil is distributed, and every

action quickened or retarded. To bring a lover, a lady,

and a rival into the fable; to entangle them in con-

tradictory obligations, perplex them with oppositions of

interest, and harass them with violence of desires incon-

sistent with each other; to make them meet in rapture,

and part in agony ; to fill their mouths with hyperbolical

joy and outrageous sorrow; to distress them as nothing

human ever was distressed; to deliver them as nothing

human ever was delivered, is the business of a modern

dramatist. For this, probability is violated, life is mis-

represented, and language is depraved. But love is only

one of many passions, and as it has no great influence

upon the sum of life, it has little operation in the dramas

of a poet, who caught his ideas from the living world,

and exhibited only what he saw before him. He knew,

that any other passion, as it was regular or exorbitant,

was a cause of happiness or calamity.

Characters thus ample and general were not easily dis-

criminated and preserved, yet perhaps no poet ever kept

his personages more distinct from each other. I will not

say with Pope, that every speech may be assigned to the

proper speaker, because many speeches there are which

have nothing characteristical ; but, perhaps, though some

may be equally adapted to every person, it will be difficult

to find any that can be properly transferred from th^
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present possessor to another claimant. The choice is

right, when there is reason for choice.

Other dramatists can only gain attention by hyperbolical

or aggravated characters, by fabulous and unexampled

excellence or depravity, as the writers of barbarous ro-

mances invigorated the reader by a giant and a dwarf

j

and he that should form his expectations of human affairs

from the play, or from the tale, would be equally deceived.

Shakespeare has no heroes; his scenes are occupied only

by men, who act and speak as the reader thinks that he

should himself have spoken or acted on the same

occasion : even where the agency is supernatural, the

dialogue is level with life. Other writers disguise the

most natural passions and most frequent incidents; so

that he who contemplates them in the book will not

know them in the world: Shakespeare approximates the

remote, and familiarizes the wonderful ; the event which

he represents will not happen, but if it were possible, its

effects would probably be such as he has assigned ; and it

may be said, that he has not only shown human nature as

it acts in real exigencies, but as it would be found in trials,

to which it cannot be exposed.

This therefore is the praise of Shakespeare, that his

drama is the mirror of life; that he who has mazed his

imagination, in following the phantoms which other

writers raise up before him, may here be cured of his

delirious ecstasies, by reading human sentiments in human

language; by scenes from which a hermit may estimate

the transactions of the world, and a confessor predict the

progress of the passions.
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His adherence to general nature has exposed him tt>

the censure of critics, who form their judgments upon

narrower principles. Dennis and Rvmer think his Romans

not sufficiently Roman ; and Vokaire censures his kings

as not completely royal. Dennis is offended, that Menenius,

a senator of Rome, should play the buffoon ; and Voltaire

perhaps thinks decency violated when the Danish usurper

is represented as a drunkard. But Shakespeare always

makes nature predominate over accident; and if he

preserves the essential character, is not very careful of

distinctions superinduced and adventitious. His story

requires Romans or kings, but he thinks only on men.

He knew that Rome, like every other city, had men of

all dispositions; and wanting a buffoon, he went into the

senate-house for that which the senate-house would

certainly have afforded him. He was inclined to show

an usurper and a murderer not only odious, but despicable;

he therefore added drunkenness to his other qualities,

knowing that kings love wine like other men, and that

wine exerts its natural power upon kings. These are the

petty cavils of petty minds; a poet overlooks the casual

distinction of country and condition, as a painter, satisfied

with the fig»ire, neglects the drapery.

The censure which he has incurred by mixing comic

«id tragic scenes, as it extends to all his works, deserves

more consideration. Let the fact be first stated, and then

examined.

Shakespeare's plays are not in the rigorous and critical

sense either tragedies or comedies, but compositions of a

distinct kind; exhibiting the real state of sublunary nature.
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which partakes of good and evil, joy and sorrow, mingled

with endless variety of proportion and innumerable modes

of combination ; and expressing the course of the world,

in which the loss of one is the gain of another; in which,

at the same time, the reveller is hasting to his wine, and

the mourner burying his friend; in which the malignity

of one is sometimes defeated by the frolic of another ; and

many mischiefs and many benefits are done and hindered

without design.

Out of this chaos of mingled purposes and casualties,

the ancient poets, according to the laws which custom

had prescribed, selected some the crimes of men, and

some their absurdities; some the momentous vicissitudes

of life, and some the lighter occurrences; some the terrors

of distress, and some the gaieties of prosperity. Thus

rose the two modes of imitation, known by the names of

tragedy and comedi/, compositions intended to promote

different ends by contrary means, and considered as so

little allied, that I do not recollect among the Greeks or

Komans a single writer who attempted both.

Shakespeare has united the powers of exciting laughter

and sorrow not only in one mind, but in one composition.

Almost all his plays are divided between serious and ludi-

crous characters, and, in the successive evolutions of the

design, sometimes produce seriousness and sorrow, and

sometimes levity and laughter.

That this is a practice contrary to the rules of criticism

will be readily allowed : but there is always an appeal

ooen from criticism to nature. The end of writing is to

instruct; the end of poetry is to instruct by pleasing

VOL. I. D
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That the mingled drama may convey all the instruction of

tragedy or comedy cannot be denied, because it includes

both in its alternations of exhibition, and ajjproaches

nearer than either to the appearance of life, by showing

how great machinations and slender designs may promote

or obviate one another, and the high and the low co-operate

in the general system by unavoidable concatenation.

It is objected, that by this change of scenes the passions

are interrupted in their progression, and that the principal

event, being not advanced by a due gradation of prepara-

tory incidents, wants at last the power to move, which

constitutes the perfection of dramatic poetrv. This reason-

ing is so specious, that it is received as true even by those

who in daily experience feel it to be false. The interchanges

of mingled scenes seldom fail to produce the intended vicis-

situdes of passion. Fiction cannot move so much, but

that the attention may be easily transferred ; and though it

must be allowed that pleasing melancholy be sometimes

interrupted by unwelcome levity, yet let it be considered

likewise, that melancholy is often not pleasing, and that

the disturbance of one man may be the relief of another;

that different auditors have different habitudes j and that,

npon the whole, all pleasure consists in variety.

The players, who in their edition divided our author's

works into comedies, histories, and tragedies, seem not to

have distinguished the three kinds, by any very exact or

definite ideas.

An action which ended happily to the principal persons,

however serious or distressful through its intermediate inci-

dents, in their opinion constituted a comedy. Tliis idea of
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a comedy continued long amongst us, and plays were

written, which, by changing the catastrophe, were tragedies

to-day, and comedies to-morrow.

Tragedy was not in those times a poem of more general

dignity or elevation than comedy; it required only a

calamitous conclusion, with which the common criticism

of that age was satisfied, whatever lighter pleasure it

afforded in its progress.

History was a series of actions, with no other than

chronological succession, independent on each other, and

without any tendency to introduce or regulate the conclu-

sion. It is not always very nicely distinguished from

tragedy. There is not much nearer approach to unity of

action in the tragedy of Antony and Cleopatra, than in

the history of Richard the Second. But a history might

be continued through many plays ; as it had no plan, it

had no limits.

Through all these denominations of the drama, Shake-

speare's mode of composition is the same ; an interchange

of seriousness and merriment, by which the mind is soft-

ened at one time, and exhilarated at another. But what-

e\'er be his purpose, whether to gladden or depress, or to

conduct the story, without vehemence or emotion,

through tracts of easy and familiar dialogue, he never fails

to attain his purpose; as he commands us, we laugh or

mourn, or sit silent with quiet expectation, in tranquillity

without indifference.

When Shakespeare's plan is understood, most of the

criticisms of Rymer and Voltaire vanish away. The play

of Hamlet is opened, without impropriety, by two centi-
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nels ; lago bellows at Brabantio's window, without injury

to the scheme of the play, though in terms which a

modem audience would not easily endure; the character

of Polonius is seasonable and useful ; and the grave-diggers

themselves may be heard with applause.

Shakespeare engaged in dramatic poetry with the world

open before hiui; the rules of the ancients were yet

known to few; the public judgement was unformed; he

had no example of such fame as might force him upon

imitation, nor critics of such authority as might restrain

his extravagance: he therefore indulged his natural dis-

position, and his disposition, as Rymer has remarked,

led him to comedy. In tragedy he often writes with

great appearance of toil and study, what is written at last

with little felicity; but in his comic scenes, he seems to

produce without labour, what no labour can improve.

In tragedy he is always struggling after some occasion to

be comic, but in comedy he seems to repose, or to luxu-

riate, as in a mode of thinking congenial to his nature.

In his tragic scenes there is always something wanting,

but his comedy often surpasses expectation or desire.

His comedy pleases by the thoughts and the language,

and his tragedy for the greater part by incident and

action. His tragedy seems to be skill, his comedy to be

instinct.

The force of his comic scenes has suffered little dimi-

nution from the changes made by a century and a half,

in manners or in words. As his personages act upon

principles arising from genuine passion, very little modi-

ikd by particular forms, their pleasures and vexations
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are communicable to all times and to all places ; they are

natural, and therefore durable; the adventitious pecu-

liarities of personal habits, are only superficial dies,

bright and pleasing for a litile while, yet soon fading to

a dim tinct, without any remains of former lustre; but

the discriminations of true passion are the colours of na-

ture; they pervade the whole mass, and can only perish

with the body that exhibits them. The accidental com-

positions of heterogeneous modes are dissolved by the

chance which combined them; but the uniform simpli-

city of primitive qualities neither admits increase, nor

suffers decay. The sand heaped by one flood is scattered

by another, but the rock always continues in its place.

The stream of time, which is continually washing the

dissoluble fabrics of other poets, passes without injury bj

the adamant of Shakespeare.

If there be, what I believe there is, in every nation, a

style which never becomes obsolete, a certain mode of

phraseology so consonant and congenial to the analogy and

principles of its respective language, as to remain oettled

and unaltered; this style is probably to be sought in the

common intercourse of life, among those who speak only

to be understood, without ambition of elegance. The

polite are always catching modish innovations, and the

learned depart from established forms of speech, in hope

of finding or making better; those who wish for distinc-

tion forsake the vulgar, when the vulgar is right; but

there is a conversation above grossness and below refine-

ment, where propriety resides, and where this poet seems

to have gathered his comic dialogue. He is therefore
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more agreeable to the ears of the present age than any

other author equally remote, and among his other ex-

cellencies deserves to be studied as one of the original

masters of our language.

These observations are to be considered not as unex-

ceptionably constant, but as containing general and pre-

dominant truth. Shakespeare's familiar dialogue is affirmed

to be smooth and clear, yet not wholly without rugged-

ness or difficulty; as a country may be eminently fruitful,

though it has spots unfit for cultivation: his characters

are praised as natural, though their sentiments are some-

times forced, and their actions improbable; as the earth

upon the whole is spherical, though its surface is varied

with protuberances and cavities.

Shakespeare with his excellencies has likewise faults,

and faults sufficient to obscure and overwhelm any other

merit. I shall show them in the proportion in which they

appear to me, without envious malignity or superstitious

veneration. No question can be more innocently dis-

cussed than a dead poet's pretensions to renown; and

little regard is due to that bigotry which sets candour

higher than truth.

His first defect is that to which may be imputed most of

the evil in books or in men. He sacrifices virtue to con-

venience, and is so much more careful to please than to

instruct, that he seems to write without any moral pur-

pose. From his writings indeed a system of social duty

may be selected, for he that thinks reasonably must think

morally; but his precepts and axioms drop casually from

him ; he makes no just distribution of good or evil, nor i»
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always careful to show in the virtuous a disapprobation of

the wicked; he carries his persons indifierenily through

right and wrong, and at the close dismisses them without

further care, and leaves their examples to operate by

chance. This fauk the barbarity of his age cannot ex-

tenuate; for it is always a writer's duty to make the

world better, and justice is a virtue independent on time

or place.

The plots are often so loosely formed, that a very slight

consideration may improve them, and so carelessly pur-

sued, that he seems not always fully to comprehend his

own design. He omits opportunities of instructing or

delighting, which the train of his story seems to force

upon him, and apparently rejects those exhibitions which

would be more affecting, for the sake of those which are

more easy.

It may be obsened, that in many of his plays the latter

part is evidently neglected. When iie found himself near

the end of his work, and in view of his reward, he short-

ened the labour to snatch the profit. He therefore remits

his efforts where he should most vigorously exert them,

and his catastrophe is improbably produced or imperfectly

represented.

He had no regard to distinction of time or place, but

gives to one age or nation, without .scruple, the customs,

institutions, and opinions of another, at the expense not

only of likelihood, but of possibility. Thes,e faults Pope

has endeavoured, with more zeal than judgement, to trans-

fer to his imagined interpolators. We need not wonder

to find Hector quoting Aristotle, when we see the ioves of
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Theseus and Hippolyta combined with the Gothic my-

thology of Fciiries. Shakespeare, indeed, was not the only

violator of chronology, for in the same age Sidney, who

wanted not the advantages of learning, has, in his Arcadia^

confounded the pastoral with the feudal times, the days

of innocence, quiet, and security, with those of turbu-

lence, violence, and adventure.

In his comic scenes he is seldom very successful when

he engages his characters in reciprocations of smartness

and contests of sarcasm j their jests are commonly gross,

and their pleasantry licentious ; neither his gentlemen nor

his ladies have much delicacy, nor are sufficiently distin-

guished from his clowns by any appearance of refined

manners. Whether he represented the real conversation

of his time is not easy to determine; the reign of Elizabeth

is commonly supposed to have been a time of stateliness,

formality, and reserve, yet perhaps the relaxations of that

severity were not very elegant. There must, however,

have been always some modes of gaiety preferable to

others, and a writer ought to choose the best.

In tragedy his performance seems constantly to be

worse, as his labour is more. The effusions of passion,

which exigence forces out, are for the most part striking

and energetic ; but whenever he solicits his invention, or

strains his faculties, the offspring of his throes is tumour,

meanness, tedlousness, and obscurity.

In narration he affects a disproportionate pomp of dic-

tion, and a wearisome train of circumlocution, and tells

the incident imperfectly in many words, which might,

have been more plainly delivered in few. Narration in



DR. Johnson's preface. 4i

dramatic poetry is naturally tedious, as it is unanimated

and inactive, and obstructs the progress of the action; it

should therefore always be rapid, and enlivened by fre-

quent interruption. Shakespeare found it an encum-

brance, and instead of lightening it by brevity, endea-

voured to recommend it by dignity and splendour.

His declamations or set speeches are commonly cold

and weak, for his power was the power of nature; when

he endeavoured, like other tragic writers, to catch oppor-

tunities of amplification, and instead of inquiring what

the occasion demanded, to show how much his stories of

knowledge could supply, he seldom escapes without the

pity or resentment of his reader.

It is incident to him to be now and then entangled

with an unwieldy sentiment, which he cannot well express,

and will not reject; he struggles with it a while, and if it

continues stubborn, comprises it in words such as occur,

and leaves it to be disentangled and evolved by those who

have more leisure to bestow upon it.

Not that always where the language is intricate, the

thought is subtle, or the image always great where the line

is bulky; the equality of words to things is very often

neglected, and trivial sentiments and vulgar ideas disap-

point the attention, to which they are recommended by

sonorous epithets and swelling figures.

But the admirers of this great poet have most reason to

complain 'when he approaches nearest to his highest ex-

cellence, and seems fully resolved to sink them in dejec-

tion, and mollify them with tender emotions by the fall of

greatness, the danger of innocence, or the crosses of love
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What he does best, he soon ceases to do. He is not long

soft and pathetic without some idle conceit, or contemp-

tible equivocation. He no sooner begins to move, than

he counleracts himself; and terror and pity, as they are

rising in the mind, are checked and blasted by sudden

frigidity.

• A quibble is to Shakespeare, what luminous vapours are

to the traveller; he follows it at all adventures; it is sure

to lead him out of his way, and sure to engulf him in the

mire. It has some malignant power over his mind, and

its fascinations are irresistible. Whatever be the dignity

or profundity of his disquisition, whether he be enlarging

knowledge or exalting affection, whether he be amusing

attention with incidents, or enchaining ii in suspense, let

but a quibble spring up before him, and he leaves his work

unfinished. A quibble is the golden apple for which he

will always turn aside from his career, or stoop from his

elevation. A quibble, poor and barren as it is, gave him

such delight, that he was content to purchase it by the

sacrifice of reason, propriety, and truth. A quibble was

to him the fatal Cleopatra for which he lost the world,

and was content to lose it.

It will be thought strange, that, in enumerating the

defects of this writer, I have not yet mentioned his ne-

glect of the unities ; his violation of those laws which have

been instituted and established by the joint authority of

poets and of critics.

For his other deviations from the art of writing, I re-

sign him to critical justice, without making any other de-

mand in his favour, than that which must be indulged to
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all human excellence; that his virtues be rated with his

failings : but, from the censure which this irregularity

may bring upon him, I shall, with due reverence to that

learning which I must oppose, adventure to try how I can

defend him.

His histories, being neither tragedies nor comedies, are

not subject to any of their laws; nothing more is neces-

sary to all the praise which they expect, than that the

changes of action be so prepared as to be understood, that

the incidents be various and affecting, and the characters

consistent, natural, and distinct. No other unity is in-

tended, and therefore none is to be sought.

In his other works he has well enough preserved the

unity of action. He has not, indeed, an intrigue regu-

larly perplexed and regularly unravelled; he does not

endeavour to hide his design only to discover it, for this

is seldom the order of real events, and Shakespeare is the

poet of nature: but his plan has commonly what Aris-

totle requires, a beginning, a middle, and an end; one

event is concatenated with another, and the conclusion

follows by easy consequence. There are perhaps some

incidents that might be spared, as in other poets there is

much talk that only fills up time upon the stage; but the

general system makes gradual advances, and the end of

the play is the end of expectation.

To the unities of time and place he has shown no

regard; and perhaps a nearer view of the principles on

which they stand will diminish their value, and withdraw

from them the veneration which, from the time of Cor-

oeille, they have very generally received, by discovering
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that they have given more trouble to the poet, than plea-

«ure to the auditor.

The necessity of observing the unities of time and place

arises from the supposed necessity of making the drama

credible. The critics hold it impossible, that an action

of months or years can be possibly believed to pass in

three hours; or that the spectator can suppose himself

to sit in the theatre, while ambassadors go and return

between distant kings, while armies are levied and towns

besieged, while an exile wanders and returns, or till he

whom tbey saw courting his mistress, shall lament the

untimely fall of his son. The mind revolts from evident

falsehood, and fiction loses its force when it departs from

the resemblance of reality.

Prom the narrow limitation of time necessarily arises

the contraction of place. The spectator, who knows that

he saw the first act at Alexandria, cannot suppose that

he sees the next at Rome, at a distance to which not the

dragons of Medea could, in so short a time, have trans-

ported him; he knows with certainty that he has not

changed his place; and he knows that place cannot

change itself; that what was a house cannot become a

plain: that what was Thebes can never be Persepolis.

Such is the triumphant language with which a critic

exults over the misery of an irregular poet, and exults

commonly without resistance or reply. It is time there-

fore to tell him, by the authority of Shakespeare, that he

assumes, as an unquestionable principle, a position,

which, while his breath is forming it into words, his

understanding pronounces to be false. It is false, that any
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representation is mistaken for reality ; that any dramatic

fable in its materiality was ever credible, or, for a single

moment, was ever credited.

The objection arising from the impossibility of passing

the first hour at Alexandria, and the next at Rome, sup-

poses, that when the play opens, the spectator really

imagines himself at Alexandria, and believes that his

walk to the theatre has been a voyage to Egypt, and that

he lives in the days of Antony and Cleopatra. Surely

he that imagines this may imagine more. He that can

take the stage at one time for the palace of the Ptolemies,

may take it in half an hour for the promontory of Actium.

Delusion, if delusion be admitted, has no certain limita-

tion ; if the spectator can be once persuaded, that his old

acquaintance are Alexander and Caesar, that a room

illuminated with candles is the plain of Pharsalia, or the

bank of Granicus, he is in a state of elevation above the

reach of reason, or of truth, and from the heights of

empyrean poetry, may despise the circumscriptions of

terrestrial nature. There is no reason why a mind thus

wandering in ecstasy should count the clock, or why an.

nour should not be a century in that calenture of the

brains that can make the stage a field.

The truth is, that the spectators are always in their

senses, and know, from the first act to the last, that the

stage is only a stage, and that the players are only players.

They come to hear a certain number of lines recited with

just gesture and elegant modulation. The lines relate to

some action, and an action must be in some place j but

the different actions that complete a story may be in
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places very remote from each other; and where is the

absurdity of allowing that space to represent first Athens,

and then Sicily, which was always known to be neither

^cily nor Athens, but a modern theatre.

By supposition, as place is introduced, time may be

extended; the time required by the fable elapses for the

most part between the acts ; for, of so much of the action

as is represented, the real and poetical duration is the

same. If, in the first act, preparations for war against

Mithridates are represented to be made in Rome, the

event of the war may, without absurdity, be represented,

in the catastrophe, as happening in Pontus; we know

that there is neither war, nor preparation for war; we

know that we are neither in Rome nor Pontus; that

neither Mithridates nor Lucullus are before us. The drama

exhibits successive imitations of successive actions, and

why may not the second imitation represent an action

that happened years after the first ; if it be so connected

with it, that nothing but time can be supposed to inter-

vene? Time is, of all modes of existence, most obsequious

to the imagination; a lapse of years is as easily con-

ceived as a passage of hours. In contemplation we

easily contract the time of real actions, and therefore

willingly permit it to be contracted when we only see

their imitation.

It will be asked, how the drama moves, if it is not cr«

dited. It is credited with all the credit due to a drama

It is credited, whenever it moves, as a just picture of a

real original ; as representing to the auditor what he would

himself feel, if he were to do or suffer what is there feigne^S
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to be suffered oi to be done. The reflection that strikes

the heart is not, that the evils before us are real evils, but

that they are evils to w^hich we ourselves may be exposed.

If there be any fallacy, it is not that we fancy the players,

but that we fancy ourselves unhappy for a moment; but

we rather lament the possibility than suppose the presence

of misery, as a mother weeps over her babe, when she

remembers that death may take it from her. The delight

of tragedy proceeds from our consciousness of fiction ; if

we thought murders and treasons real, they would please

no more.

Imitations produce pain or pleasure, not because they

are mistaken for realities, but because they biing realities

to mind. When the imagination is recreated by a painted

landscape, the trees are not supposed capable to give us

shade, or the fountains coolness; but we consider, hovy

we should be pleased with such fountains playing beside

us, and such woods waving over us. We are agitated in

reading the history of Henry the Fifth, yet no man takes

his book for the field of Agincourt. A dramatic exhibi-

tion is a book recited with concomitants that increase or

diminish its effect. Familiar comedy is often more

powerful on the theatre, than in the page; imperial tra-

gedy is always less. The humour of Petruchio may be

heightened by grimace; but what voice or what gesture

can hope to add dignity or force to the soliloquy of

Cato?

A play read, affects the mind like a play acted. It i»

therefore evident, that the action is not supposed to be

real ; and it follows, that between the acts a longer or
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shorter time may be allowed to pass, and that no more

account of space or duration is to be taken by the auditor

of a drama, than by the reader of a narrative, before

whom may pass in an hour the Hfe of a hero, or the

revohitions of an empire.

Whether Shakespeare knew the unities, and rejected

them by design, or deviated from them by happy igno-

rance, it is, I think, impossible to decide, and useless to

enquire. We may reasonably suppose, that, when he

rose to notice, he did not want the counsels and admoni-

tions of scholars and critics, and that he at last deliberately

persisted in a practice, which he might have begun by

chance. As nothing is essential to the fable, but unity

of action, and as the unities of time and place arise

evidently from false assumptions, and, by circumscribing

the extent of the drama, lessen its variety, 1 cannot

think it much to be lamented, that they were not known

by him, or not observed: nor, if such another poet could

arise, should I very vehemently reproach him, that his

first act passed at Venice, and his next in Cyprus. Such

violations of rules merely positive, become the compre-

hensive genius of Shakespeare, and such censures are

suitable to the minute and slender criticism of Voltaire:

Non usque adco permiscuit imis

LongUG summa dies, ut non, si voce Metelli

Serventur lege?, malint i Caesare tolli.

Yet when I speak thus slightly of dramatic rules, I can-

not but recollect how much wit and learning may be pro-

duced against me ; before such authorities I am afraid to

stand, not that I think the present question one of those
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that are to be decided by mere authority, but because it

is to be suspected, that these precepts have not been so

easily received, but for better reasons than I have yet

been able to find. The result of my enquiries, in which

it vvrould be ludicrous to boast of impartiality, is, that the

unities of time and place are not essential to a just drama
j

that though they may sometimes conduce to pleasure,

they are aWays to be sacrificed to the nobler beauties of

variety and instruction; and that a play, written with

nice observation of critical rules, is to be contemplated

as an elaborate curiosity, as the product of superfluous

and ostentatious art, by which is shown, rather what is

possible, than what is necessary.

He that, without diminution of any other excellence,

shall preserve all the unities unbroken, deserves the like

applause with the architect, who shall display all the

orders of architecture in a citadel, without any deduction

from its strength; but the principal beauty of a citadel is

to exclude the enemy; and the greatest graces of a play

are to copy nature, and instruct life.

Perhaps, what I have here not dogmatically but deli-

berately written, may recall the principles of the drama

to a new examination. I am almost frighted at my own

temerity ; and, when I estimate the fame and the strength

of those that maintain the contrary opinion, am ready to

sink down in reverential silence; as iEneas withdrew

from the defence of Troy, when he saw Neptune shaking

the wall, and Juno heading the besiegers.

Those whom my arguments cannot persuade to give

their approbation to the judgement of Shakespeare, will
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easily, if they consider the condition of his life, make

some allowance for his ignorance.

Every man's performances, to be rightly estimated,

must be compared with the state of the age in which he

lived, and with his own particular opportunities; and

though to a reader a book be not worse or better for the

circumstances of the author, yet as there is always a silent

reference of human works to human abilities, and as the

enquiry, how far man may extend his designs, or how

high he may rate his native force, is of far greater dignity

than in what rank we shall place any particular perform-

ance, curiosity is always busy to discover the instruments,

as well as to survey the workmanship, to know how much

is to be ascribed to original powers, and how much to

casual and adventitious help. The palaces of Peru or

Mexico were certainly mean and incommodious habita-

tions, if compared to the houses of European monarchs;

yet who could forbear to view them with astonishment,

who remembered that they were built without the use of

iron?

The English nation, in the time of Shakespeare, was

yet struggling to emerge from barbarity. The philology

of Italy had been transplanted hither in the reign of

Henry the Eighth; and the learned languages had been

successfd'y cultivated by Lilly, Linacre, and More; by

Pole, Cheke, and Gardiner; and afterwards by Smith,

Clerk, Haddon, and Ascham. Greek was now taught

to boys in the principal schools; and those who united

elegance with learning, read, with great diligence, the

Italian and Spanish poets. But literature was yet con-
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fined to professed scholars, or to men and women of high

rank. The public was gross and dark; and to be able

to read and write, was an accomplishment still valued

for its rarity.

Nations, like individuals, have their infancy. A peo-

ple newly awakened to literary curiosity, being yet un-

acquainted with the true state of things, know not how to

judge of that which is proposed as its resemblance. What-

ever is remote from common appearances is always wel-

come to vulgar, as to childish credulity: and of a country

unenlightened by learning, the whole people is the vulgar.

The study of those who then aspired to plebeian learning

was laid out upon adventures, giants, dragons, and enchant-

ments. The Death of Arfhur was the favourite volume.

The mind, which has feasted on the luxurious wonders

of fiction, has no taste of the insipidity of truth. A play,

which imitated only the common occurrences of the

world, would, upon the admirers of Pafmerin and Guy

of Warwick, have made little impression ; he that wrote

for such an audience was under the necessity of looking

round for strange events and fabulous transactions, and that

incredibility, by which maturer knowledge is offended,

was the chief recommendation of writings, to unskilful

curiosity.

Our author's plots are generally borrowed from novels^

and it is reasonable to suppose, that he chose the most

popular, such as were read by many, and related by

more; for his audience could not have followed him

through the intricacies of the drama, bad they not held

the thread of the story in their hands.
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The stories, which we now find only in remoter authors,

were in his time accessible and familiar. The fable of As

you like it, which is supposed to be copied from Chaucer's

Gamelyny was a little pamphlet of those times ; and old

Mr. Gibber remembered the tale of Hamlet in plain Eng-

lish prose, which the critics have now to seek in Saxo

Grammaticus.

His English histories he took from English chronicles

and English ballads; and as the ancient writers were made

known to his countrymen by versions, they supplied him

with new subjects; he dilated some of Plutarch's lives

into plays, when they had been translated by North.

His plots, whether historical or fabulous, are always

crowded with incidents, by which the attention of a rude

people was more easily caught than by sentiment or argu-

mentation ; and such is the power of the marvellous, even

over those who despise it, that every man finds his mind

more strongly seized by the tragedies of Shakespeare than

of any other writer; others please us by particular

speeches, but he always makes us anxious for the event,

and has perhaps excelled all but Homer in securing the

first purpose of a writer, by exciting restless and unquench-

able curiosity, and compelling him that reads his work

to read it through.

The shows and bustle with which his plays abound,

have the same original. As knowledge advances, pleasure

passes from the eye to the ear, but returns, as it declines,

from the ear to the eye. Those to whom our author's

labours were exhibited had more skill in pomps or pro-

cessions than in poetical language, and perhaps wanted
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some visible and discriminated events, as comments on

the dialogue. He knew how he should most please; and

whether his practice is more agreeable to nature, or whe-

ther his example has prejudiced the nation, we still find

that on our stage something must be done as well as said,

and inactive declamation is very coldly heard, however

musical or elegant, passionate or sublime.

Voltaire expresses his wonder, that oui author's extra-

vagancies are endured by a nation, which has seen the

tragedy of Cato. Let him be answered, that Addison

speaks the language of poets, and Shakespeare, of men.

We find in Cato innumerable beauties which enamour us

of its author, but we see nothing that acquaints us with

human sentiments or human actions; we place it with

the fairest and the noblest progeny which judgement pro-

pagates by conjunction with learning; but Othello is the

vigorous and vivacious offspring of observation impreg-

nated by genius. Cato affoids a splended exhibition of

artificial and fictitious manners, and delivers just and

noble sentiments, in diction easy, elevated, and harmo-

nious, but its hopes and fears communicate no vibratioix

to the heart; the composition refers us only to the

writer; we pronounce the name of Cato^ but we think

on Addison. '

< The work of a correct and regular writer is a garden

accurately formed and diligently planted, varied vi'ith

shades, and scented with flowers; the composition of

Shakespeare is a forest, in which oaks extend their

branches, and pines tower in the air, interspersed some-

times with weeds and brambles, and sometimes giving
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shelter to myrtles and to roses ; filling the eye with awful

pomp, and gratifying the mind with endless diversity.

Other poets display cabinets of precious rarities, minutely

finished, wrought into shape, and polished into brightness.

Shakespeare opens a mine which contains gold and dia-

monds in unexhaustible plenty, though clouded by

incrustations, debased by impurities, and mingled with

a mass of meaner minerals.

It has been much disputed, whether Shakespeare owed

his excellence to his own native force, or whether he

had the comaion helps of scholastic education, the pre-

cepts of critical science, and the examples of ancient

authors.

There has always prevailed a tradition, that Shakespeare

wanted learning, that he had no regular education,

iior much skill in the dead languages. Jonson, his

friend, affirms, that he had small Latin and less Greek ;

who, besides that he had no imaginable temptation to

falsehood, wrote at a time v.hen the character and ac-

quisitions of Shakespeare were known to multitudes. His

evidence ought therefore to decide the controversy, unless

some testimony of equal force could be opposed.

Some have imagined, that they have discovered deep

learning in imitations of old writers; but the examples

which I have known urged, were drawn from books

translated in his time ; or were such easy coincidencies of

thought, as will happen lo all who consider the same sub-

jects; or such remarks on life or axioms of morality as

float in conversation, and are transmitted through the

world in proverbial sentences.



DR. Johnson's preface. 5.^

I have found it remarked, that, in this important sen-

tence. Go before. Til follow, we read a translation of,

J prce, sfijuar. I have been told, that when Caliban, after

a pleasing dream, says, Icryd to sleep again, the author

imitates Anacreon, who had, like every other man, the

same wish on the same occasion.

There are a few passages which may pass for imitations,

but 60 few, that the exception only confirms the rule;

he obtained them from accidental quotations, or by oral

communication, and as he used what he had, would have

used more if he had obtained it.

The Comedy of Errors is confessedly taken from the

MencEchmi of Plautus ; from the only play of Plautus

which was then in English. What can be more proba-

ble, than that he who copied that, would have copied

more; but that those which were not translated were

inaccessible?

Whether he knew the modern languages is uncertain.

That his plays have some French scenes proves but

little; he might easily procure them to be written, and

probably, even though he had known the language in the

common degree, he could not have written it without

assistance. In the story of Romeo and Juliet he is ob«

served to have followed the English translation, where it

deviates from the Italian; but this on the other part

proves nothing against his knowledge of the original. He

was to copy, not what he knew himself, but what was

known to his audience.

It is most likely that he had learned Latin sufficiently

to make him acquainted with construction, but that he
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never advanced to an easy perusal of the Roman authors.

Concerning his skill in modern languages, I can find no

sufficient ground of determination; but as no imitations

of French or Italian authors have been discovered,

though the Italian poetry v^^as then high in esteem, I am

inclined jto believe, that he read little more than Eng-

lish, and chose for his fables only such tales as he found

translated.

That much knowledge is scattered over his works is

very justly observed by Pope, but it is often such know-

ledge as books did not supply. He that will understand

Shakespeare, must not be content to study him in the

closet, he must look for his meaning sometimes among

the sports of the field, and sometimes among the manu-

factures of the shop.

There is however proof enough that he was a very

diligent reader, nor was our language then so indigent

of books, but that he might very liberally indulge his

curiosity without excursion into foreign literature. Many
of the Roman authors were translated, and some of the

Greek} the Reformation had filled the kingdom with

theological learning; most of the topics of human dis-

quisition had found English writers ; and poetry had been

cultivated, not only with diligence, but success. This

was a stock of knowledge sufficient for a mind so capable

of appropriating and improving it.

But the greater part of his excellence was the product

of his own genius. He found the English stage in a state

of the utmost rudeness ; no essays either in tragedy or

comedy had appeared, from which it could be discovered
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to what degree of delight either one or other might be

carried. Neither character nor dialogue were yet under-

stood. Shakespeare may be truly said to have introduced

them both amongst us, and in some of his happier scenes

to have carried them both to the utmost height.

By what gradations of improvement he proceeded, is

not easily known ; for the chronology of his works is yet

unsettled. Rowe is of opinion, that perhaps we are not

to look for his hegintiing, like those of other writers, in

his least perfect ivorks ; art had so Utile, and nature so

large a share in what he did, that for aught I know, says

he, the performances of his youth, as they were the most

vigorous, ivere the hest. But the power of nature is only

the power of using to any certain purpose the materials

which diligence procures, or opportunity supplies. Na-

ture gives no man knowledge, and when images are col-

lected by study and experience, can only assist in com-

bining or a})plying them. Shakespeare, however favoured

by nature, could impart only what he had learned ; and

as he must increase his ideas, like other mortals, by

gradual acquisition, he, like them, grew wiser as he grew

older, could display life better, as he knew it more, and

instruct with more efficacy, as he was himself more

amply instructed.

There is a vigilance of observation and accuracy of

distinction which books and precepts cannot confer;

from this almost all original and native excellence pro-

ceeds. Shakespeare must have looked upon mankind

with perspicacity, in the highest degree curious and atten-

tive. Other writers borrow their characters from pre>
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ceding writers, and diversify them only by the accidental

apjKjndages of present manners; the dress is a Hitie

varied, but the body is the same. Our author had both

matter and form to provide; for except the characters of

Chaucer, to whom 1 think he is not much indebted, there

were no writers in EngUsh, and perhaps not many in

other modern languages, which showed Ufe in its native

colours.

The contest about the original benevolence or malig-

nity of man had not yet commenced. Speculation had

not yet attempted to analyse the mind, to trace the pas-

sions to their sources, to unfold the seminal principles of

vice and virtue, or sound the depths of the heart for the

motives of action. All those enquiries, which from that

time that human nature became the fashionable study,

have been made sometimes with nice discernment, but

often with idle subtilty, were yet unattempted. The tales,

with which the infancy of learning was satisfied, exhi-

bited only the superficial appearances of action, related

the events, but omitted the causes, and were formed for

such as delight in wonders rather than in truth. Man-
kind was not then to be studied in the closet; he that

would know the world, was under the necessity of glean-

ing his own remarks, by mingling as he could in its

business and amusements.

Boyle congratulated himself upon his high birth, be-

cause it favoured his curiosity, by facilitating his access.

Shakespeare had no such advantage; he came to London

a needy adventurer, and lived for a time by very mean

employments. Many works of genius and learning have



DR. Johnson's preface. 59

been performed in states of life that appear very little

favourable to thought or to enquiry; so many, that he

who considers them is inclined to think that he sees en-

terprize and perseverance predominating over all external

agency, and bidding help and hindrance vanish before

them. The genius of Shakespeare was not to be de-

pressed by 'the weight of poverty, nor limited by the

narrow conversation to which men in want are inevitably

condemned ; the incumbrances of his fortune were shaken

from his mind, as dew-dropsfrom a lioris mane.

Though he had so many difficulties to encounter, and

so little assistance to surmount them, he has been able to

obtain an exact knowledge of many modes of life, and

many casts of native dispositions; to vary them with

great multiplicity; to mark them by nice distinctions;

and to show them in full view by proper combinations.

In this part of his performances he had none to imitate,

but has himself been imitated by all succeeding writers

;

and it may be doubted, whether from all his successors

more maxims of theoretical knowledge, or more rules of

practical prudence, can be collected, than he alone has

given to his country.

Nor was his attention confined to the actions of men

;

he was an exact surveyor of the inanimate world ; his de-

scriptions have always some peculiarities, gathered by

contemplating things as they really exist. It may be

observed, that the oldest poets of many nations preserve

their reputation, and that the following generations of

wit, after a short celebrity, sink into oblivion. The first,

whoever they be, must take their sentiments and descrip"
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tions immediately from knowledge 3 the resemblance is

therefore just, their descriptions are verifiea by every

eye, and their sentiments acknowledged by every breast.

Those whom their fame invites to the same studies, copy

partly them, and partly nature, till the books of one age

gain such authority, as to stand in the place of nature to

another, and imitation, always deviating a little, becomes

at last capricious and casual. Shakespeare, whether

life or nature be his subject, shows plainly, that he

has seen with his own eyes; he gives the image which he

receives, not weakened or distorted by the interven-

tion of any other mind; the ignorant feel his repre-

sentations to be just, and the learned see that they are

complete.

Perhaps it would not be easy to find any author, except

Homer, who invented so much as Shakespeare, who so

much advanced the studies which he cultivated, or

effused so much novelty upon his age or country. The

form, the character, the language, and the shows of the

English drama are his. He seemsy says Dennis, to have

leen the very original of our English tragical harmony,

that this, the harmony of blank verse, diversified often hy

dissyllable and trisyllable terminations. For the diversity

distinguishes it from heroic harmony, and by bringing it

nearer to common use, makes it more proper to gain atten-

tion, and more fit for action and dialogue. Such verse

we make when we are writing prose-, we make such verse

ifi common conversation.

I know not whether this praise is rigorously just. The

dissyllable termination, which the critic rightly appro-
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priates to the drama, is to be found, though, I think,

not in Gorloduc, which is confessedly before our author;

yet in Hieronymo, of which the date is not certain, but

which there is reason to believe at least as old as his

earliest plays. This however is certain, that he is the

first who taught either tragedy or comedy to please, there

being no theatrical piece of any older writer, of which

the name is known, except to antiquaries and collectors

of books, which are sought because they are scarce, and

would not have been scarce, had they been much es-

teemed.

To him we must ascribe the praise, unless Spenser may

divide it with him, of having first discovered to how

much smoothness and harmony the English language

could be softened. He has speeches, perhaps sometimes

scenes, which have all the delicacy of Rowe, without his

effeminacy. He endeavours indeed commonly to strike

by the force and vigour of his dialogue, but he never

executes his purpose better, than v»^hen he tries to sooth

by softness.

Yet it must be at last confessed, that as we owe every

thing to him, he owes something to us ; that if much of

his praise is paid by perception and judgement, much is

likewise given by custom and veneration. We fix our eyes

upon his graces, and turn them from his deformities, and

endure in him what we should in another loath or

despise. Tf we endured without praising, respect for the

father of our drama might excuse us ; but I have seen,

in the book of some modern critic, a collection of ano-

malies, which show that he has corrupted languaeje by
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every mode of deprivation, but which his admirer ^has

accumulated as a monument of honour.

He has scenes of undoubted and perpetual excellence,

but perhaps not one play, which, if it were now exhibited

as the work of a contemporary writer, would be heard to

the conclusion. I am indeed far from thinking, that his

works were wrought to his own ideas of perfection ; when

they were such as would satisfy the audience, they satis-

fied the wrriter. It is seldom that authors, though more

studious of fame than Shakespeare, rise much above the

standard of their own age ; to add a little to what is best

will always be sufficient for present praise, and those who

find themselves exalted into fame, are willing to credit

their encomiasts, and to spare the labour of contending

with themselves.

It does not appear, that Shakespeare thought his works

worthy of posterity, that he levied any ideal tribute upon

future times, or had any further prospect, than of pre-

sent popularity and present profit. When his plays had

been acted, his hope was at an end ; he solicited no addi-

tion of honour from the reader. He therefore made no

scruple to repeat the same jests in many dialogues, or to

entangle different plots by the same knot of perplexity,

which may be at least forgiven him, by those who recol-

lect, that of Congreve's four comedies, two are concluded

by a marriage in a mask, by a deception, which perhaps

never happened, and which, whether likely or not, he

did not invent.

So careless was this great poet of future fame, that

though he retired to ease and plenty, v^hile he was yet
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little declined into the vale of years, before he could be

disgusted with fatigue, or disabled by infirmity, he made

no collection of his works, nor desired to rescue those

that had been already published from the depravations

that obscured them, or secure to the rest a better destiny,

by giving them to the world in their genuine state.

Of the plays which bear the name of Shakespeare in

the late editions, the greater part were not published till

about seven years after his death, and the few which

appeared in his life are apparently thrust into the world

without the care of the author, and therefore probably

without his knowledge.

Of all the publishers, clandestine or professed, the neg»

ligence and unskilfulness has by the late revisers been

sufficiently shown. The faults of all are indeed numerous

and gross, and have not only corrupted many passages

perhaps beyond recovery, but have brought others into

suspicion, which are only obscured by obsolete phraseo-

logy, or by the writer's unskilfulness and affectation.

To alter is more easy than to explain, and temerity is a

more common quality than diligence. Those who saw-

that they must employ conjecture to a certain degree,

were willing to indulge it a little further. Had the au-

thor published his own works, we sbouid have sat quietly

down to disentangle his intricacies, and clear his obscu-

rities ; but now we tear what we cannot loose, and eject

what we happen not to understand.

The faults are more than could have happened without

the concurrence of many causes. The style of Shake-

speare was in itself ungrammatical, perplexed, and ob-
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scure ; his works were transcribed for the players by those

who may be supposed to have seldom understood them;

they were transmitted by copiers equally unskilful, who

still multiplied errors; they were perhaps sometimes

mutilated by the actors, for the sake of shortening the

speeches; and were at last printed ^without correction of

the press.

In this state they remained, not as Dr. Warburton sup-

poses, because they were unregarded, but because the

editor's art was not yet applied to modern languages, and

our ancestors were accustomed to so much negligence of

English printers, that they could very patiently endure

it. At last an edition was undertaken by Rowe; not be-

cause a poet was to be published by a poet, for Rowe seems

to have thought very little on correction or explanation,

but that our author's works might appear like those of his

fraternity, with the appendages of a life and recommen-

datory preface. Rowe has been clamorously blamed for

not performing what he did not undertake, and it is time

that justice be done him, by confessing, that though he

seems to have had no thought of corruption beyond the

printer's errors, yet he has made many emendations, if

they were not made before, which his successors have re-

ceived without acknowledgment, and which, if they had

produced them, would have filled pages and pages with

censures of the stupidity by which the faults were com-

mitted, with displays of the absurdities which they in-

volved, with ostentatious expositions of the new reading,

and self-congratulations on the happiness of discovering:

it.
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As of the other editors I have preserved the prefaces*,

1 have likewise borrowed the author's life from Rowe,

though not written with much elegance or spirit; it

relates however what is now to be known, and therefore

deserves to p?ss through all succeeding publications.

The nation had been for many years content enough

with Mr. Rowe's performance, when Mr. Pope made

them acquainted with the true state of Shakespeare's text,

showed that it was extremely corrupt, and gave reason to

hope that there were means of reforming it. He collated

the old copies, which none had thought to examine before,

and restored many lines to their integrity ; but, by a very

compendious criticism, he rejected whatever he disliked,

and thought more of amputation than of cure.

I know not why he is commended by Dr. Warburton

for distinguishing the genuine from the spurious plays.

In this choice he exerted no judgement of his own; the

plays which he received, were given to Hemings and

Condel, the first editors; and those which he rejected,

though, according to the licentiousness of the press iu

those times, they were printed during Shakespeare's life,

with his name, had been omitted by his friends, and were

never added to his works before the edition of 1 664, from

which they were copied by the later printers.

This was a work which Pope seems to have thought

unworthy of his abilities, being not able to suppress his

contempt of the dull duty of an editor. He understood

but half his undertaking. The duty of a collator is in-

Tliese arc omitted in this edition.

F
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deed dull, yet, like other tedious tasks, Is very necessary ;;

but an emendatory critic would ill discharge his duty,

without qualities very different from dullness. In perus-

ing a corrupted piece, he must have before him all possi-

bilities of meaning, with all possibilities of expression.

Such must be his comprehension of thought, and such his

copiousness of language. Out of many readings pos-

sible, he must be able to select that which best suits with

the state, opinions, and modes of language prevailing in

every age, and with his author's particular cast of thought

and turn of expression. Such must be his knowledge,

and such his taste. Conjectural criticism demands more

than humanity possesses, and he that exercises it with

most praise, has very frequent need of indulgence. Let

us now be told no more of the dull duty of an editor.

Confidence is the common consequence of success.

They whose excellence of any kind has been loudly cele-

brated, are ready to conclude, that their powers are uni-

versal. Pope's edition fell below his own expectations,

and he was so much offended, when he was found to have

left any thing for others to do, that he passed tht latter

part of his life in a state of hostiUty with verbal cri-

ticism.

I have retained all his notes*, that no- fragment of so

great a writer may be lost ; his preface, valuable alike for

elegance of composition and justness of remark, and con-

taining a general criticism on his author, so extensive that

little can be added, and so exact, that little can be dis-

* The notes are al«o emitted.
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puted, every editor has an interest to suppress, but that

every reader would demand its insertion.

Pope was succeeded by Theobald, a man of narrovr

comprehension, and small acquisitions, with no native

and intrinsic splendour of genius, with little of the arti-

ficial light of learning, but zealous for minute accuracy,

and not negligent in pursuing it. He collated the ancient

copies, and rectified many errors. A man so anxiously

scrupulous might have been expected to do more, but

what little he did was commonly right.

In his reports of copies and editions he is not to be

trusted without examination. He speaks sometimes in-

definitely of copies, when he has only one. In his enu-

meration of editions, he mentions the two first folios as

of high, and the third folio as of middle authority ; but

the truth is, that the first is equivalent to all others, and

that the rest only deviate from it by the printer's negli-

gence. Whoever has any of the folios has all, excepting

those diversities which mere reiteration of editions will

produce. I collated them all at the beginning, but after-

wards used only the first.

Of his notes * I have generally retained those which he

retained himself in his second edition, except when they

were confuted by subsequent annotators, or were too

minute to merit preservation. I have sometimes adopted

his restoration of a comma, without inserting the pane-

gyric in which he celebrated himself for his achieve'

ment. The exuberant excrescence of his uiction I hare

» See the preceding note.
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often lopped, his triumphant exultations over Pope and

Rovve I have sometimes suppressed, and his contemptible

ostentation, I have frequently concealed ; but I have' in

some places shown him, as he would have shown himself,

for the reader's diversion, that the inflated emptiness of

some notes may justify or excuse the contraction of the

rest.

Theobald, thus weak and ignorant, thus mean and

faithless, thus petulant and ostentatious, by the good

luck of having Pope for his enemy, has escaped, and

escaped alone, with reputation, from this undertaking.

So willingly does the world support those who solicit

favour, against those who command reverence; and so

easily is he praised, whom no man can envy.

Our author fell then into the hands of Sir Thomas

Hanmer, the Oxford editor, a man, in my opinion, emi-

nently qualified by nature for such studies. He had,

what is the first requisite to amendatory criticism, that

mtuition by which the poet's intention is immediately

discovered, and that dexterity of intellect which de-

spatches its work by the easiest means. He had un-

doubtedly read much 3 his acquaintance with customs,

opinions, and traditions, seems to have been large j^ and

he is often learned without show. He seldom passes what

he does not understand, without an attempt to find or to

make a meaning, and sometimes hastily makes what a

little more attention would have found. He is solicitous

to reduce to grammar, what he could not be sure that his

author intended to be grammatical. Shakespeare regarded

more the series of ideas, than of words ; and his language.
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not being designed for the reader's desk, was all that

he desired it to be, if it conveyed his meaning to the

audience.

Hanmer's care of the metre has been too violently

censured. He found the measure reformed in so many

passages, by the silent labours of some editors, with the

silent acquiescence of the rest, that he thought himself

allowed to extend a little further the licence, which had

already been carried so far without reprehension ; and of

his corrections in general, it must be confessed, that they

are often just, and made commonly with the least possible

violation of the text.

But, by inserting his emendations, whether invented

or borrowed, into the page, without any notice of vary-

ing copies, he has appropriated the labour of his prede-

cessors, and made his own edition of little authority.

His confidence indeed, both in himself and others, was

too great; he supposes all to be right that was done by

Pope and Theobald; he seems not to suspect a critic of

fallibility, and it was but reasonable that he should claim

what]he so liberally granted.

As he never writes without careful inquiry and diligent

consideration, I have received all his notes, and believe

that every reader will wish for more.

Of the last editor it is more difficult to speak. Respect

is due to high place, tenderness to living reputation, ana

veneration to genius and learning; but he cannot be

justly offended at that liberty of which he has himself so

frequently given an example, nor very sohcitous what

is thought of notes, which he ought never to have con-
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sidered as part of his serioirs employments, and which,

I suppose, since the ardour of composition is remitted,

he no longer numbers among his happy effusions.

The original and pTedominant error of his commentary,

is acquiescence in his first thoughts; that precipitation

which is produced by consciousness of quick discern-

ment; and that confidence which presumes to do, by

surveying th« surface, what labour only can perform, by

penetrating the bottom. His notes exhibit sometimes

perverse interpretations, and sometimes improbable con-

jectures; he at one time gives the author more profun-

dity of meaning than the sentence admits, and at another

discovers absurdities, where the sense is plain to every

other reader. But his emendations are likewise often

happy and just; and his interpretation of obscure pas-

sages learned and sagacious.

Of his notes, I have commonly rejected those, against

which the general voice of the public has exclaimed, or

which th^ir own incongruity immediately condemns, and

which, I suppose, the author himself would desire to be

forgotten. Of the rest, to part I have given the highest

approbation, by inserting the offered reading in the text;

part I have left to the judgement of the reader, as doubt-

ful, though specious ; and part I have -censured without

reserve, but I am sure without bitterness of malice, and,

I hope, without wantonness of insult.

It is no pleasure to me, in revising my volumes, to ob-

terve how much paper is wasted in confutation. Who-
ever considers the revolutions of learning, and the various

fjuestions of greater or less importance, upon which wit
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and reason have exercised their powers, must lament the

unsuccessfulness of inquiry, and the slow advances of

truth, when he reflects, that great part of the labour of

every writer is only the destruction of those that went

before him. The first care of the builder of a new system,

is to demolish the fabrics which are standing. The

chief desire of him that comments an author, is to show

how much other commentators have corrupted and ob-

scured him. The opinions prevalent in one age, as

truths above the reach of controversy, are confuted and

rejected in another, and rise again to reception in remoter

times. Thus the human mind is kept In motion without

progress. Thus sometimes truth and error, and some-

times contrarieties of error, take each other's place by re-

ciprocal invasion. The tide of seeming knowledge, which

is poured over one generation, retires and leaves another

naked and barren; the sudden meteors of intelligence,

which for a while appear to shoot their beams into the

regions of obscurity, on a sudden withdraw their lustre,

and leave mortals again to grope their way.

These elevations and depressions of renown, and the

contradictions to which all improvers of knowledge must

for ever be exposed, since they are not escaped by the

highest and brightest of mankind, may surely be endured

with patience by critics and annotators, who can rank

themselves but as the satellites of their authors. How
canst thou beg for life, says Homer's hero to his captive,

when thou knowest that thou art now to suffer only what

must another day be suffered by Achilles?

Dr. Warburton had a name sufficient to confer ceie-
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brity on those who could exalt themselves into anta-

gonists, and his notes have raised a clamour too loud to

be distinct. His chief assailants are the authors of The

canons of criticism, and of The revisal of Shahespeares

text; of whom one ridicules his errors with airy petu-

lance, suitable enough to the levity of the controversy;

the other attacks them with gloomy malignity, as if he

were dragging to justice an assassin or incendiary. The

one stings like a fly, sucks a little blood, takes a gay

flutter, and returns for more; the other bites like a viper,

and would be glad to leave inflammations and gangrene

behind him. When I think on one, with his confederates,

I remember the danger of Coriolanus, who was afraid

that girls with spits, and hoys with stones, should slay him

in puny hattle ; when the other crosses my imagination,

I remember the prodigy in Macbeth

:

A falcon tow'ring in his pride of place.

Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd.

Let me however do them justice. One is a wit, and

one a scholar. They have both shown acuteness suf-

ficient in the discovery of faults, and have both advanced

some probable interpretations of obscure passages; but

when they aspire to conjecture and emendation, it appears

how falsely we all estimate our own abilities, and the little

which they have been able to perform might have taught

them more candour to the endeavours of others.

Before Dr. Warburton's edition. Critical Ohservations

on Shakespeare had been published by Mr. Upton, a man

skilled in languages, and acquainted with books, but who
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seems to have had no great vigour of genius or nicety of

taste. Many of his explanations are curious and useful,

but he likewise, though he professed to oppose the licen-

tious confidence of editors, and adhere to the old copies,

is unable to restrain the rage of emendation, though his

ardour is ill seconded by his skill. Every cold empiric,

when his heart is expanded by a successful experiment,

swells into a theorist, and the laborious collator at some

unlucky moment frolics in conjecture.

Criiical, historical, and explanatory notes have been

likewise published upon Shakespeare by Dr. Grey, whose

diligent perusal of the old English writers has enabled

him tOLonake some useful observations. What he under-

took he has well enough performed, but as he neither

attempts judicial nor emendatory criticism, he employs

rather his memory than his sagacity. It were to be

wished that all would endeavour to imitate his modesty,

who have not been able to surpass his knowledge.

I can say with great sincerity of all my predecesscs,

what I hope will hereafter be said of me, that not one has

left Shakespeare without improvement, nor is there one

to whom I have not been indebted for assistance and in-

formation. Whatever I have taken from them. It was

my intention to refer to its original author, and it is cer-

tain, that what I have not given to another, I believed

when I wrote it to be my own. In some perhaps I have

been anticipated; but if I am ever found to encroach

upon the remarks of any other commentator, I am will-

ing that the honour, be it more or less, should be trans-

ferred to the first claimant, for his right, and his alone.
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stands above dispute; the second can prove his preten-

sions only to himself, nor can himself always distinguish

invention, v^dth sufficient certainty, from recollection.

They have all been treated by me with candour, which

they have not been careful of observing to one another.

It is not easy to discover from what cause the acrimony

of a scholiast can naturally proceed. The subjects to be

discussed by him are of very small importance ; they in-

volve neither property nor liberty; nor favour the interest

of sect or party. The various readings of copies, and

different interpretations of a passage, seem to be ques-

tions that might exercise the wit, without engaging the

passions. But whether it be, that small things make

mean men proud, and vanity catches small occasions;

or that all contrariety of opinion, even in those that can

defend it no longer, makes proud men angry; there is

often found in commentaries a spontaneous strain of in-

vective and contempt, more eager and venomous than is

vented by the most furious controvertist in politics against

those whom he is hired to defame.

Perhaps the lightness of the matter may conduce to the

vehemence of the agency; when the truth to be investi-

gated is so near to inexistence, as to escape attention, its

bulk is to be enlarged by rage and exclamation: that to

which all would be indifferent in its original state, may
attract notice when the fate of a name is appended to it.

A commentator has indeed great temptations to supply by

turbulence what he wants of dignity, to beat his little

gold to a spacious surface, to work that to foam which no

art or diligence can exalt to spirit.
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The notes which I have borrowed or written are either

illustrative, by which difficulties are explained; or ju-

dicial, by which faults and beauties are remarked; or

emendatory, by which depravations are corrected.

The explanations transcribed from others, if I do not

subjoin any other interpretation, I suppose commonly to

be right, at least I intend by acquiescence to confess,

that I have nothing better to propose.

After the labours of all the editors, I found many pas-

sages which appeared to me likely to obstruct the greater

number of readers, and thought it my duty to facilitate

their passage. It is impossible for an expositor not to

write too little for some, and too much for others. He
can only judge what is necessary by his own experience;

and how long soever he may deliberate, will at last explain

many lines which the learned will think impossible to

be mistaken, and omit many for which the ignorant will

want his help. These are censures merely relative, and

must be quietly endured. I have endeavoured to be

neither superfluously copious, nor scrupulously reserved,

and hope that I have made my author's meaning acces-

sible to many, who before were frighted from perusing

him, and contributed something to the public, by diffus-

ing innocent and rational pleasure.

The complete e::planaiion of an author not systematic

and consequential, but desultory aad vagrant, abounding

in casual allusions and light hints, is not to be expected

from any single scholiast. All personal reflections,

when names are suppressed, must be in a few years

irrecoverably obliterated; and customs, too minute to
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attract the notice of law, such as modes of dress, for-

malities of conversation, rules of visits, disposition of fur-

niture, and practices of ceremony, which naturally find

places in familiar dialogue, are so fugitive and unsubstan-

tial, that they are not easily retained or recovered. What

can be known will be collected by chance, from the

recesses of obscure and obsolete papers, perused com-

monly wi4^h some other view. Of this knowledge every

man has some, and none has much; but when an

author has engaged the public attention, those who can

add any thing to his illustration, communicate their dis-

coveries, and time produces what had eluded diligence.

To time 1 have been obliged to resign many passages,

which, though 1 did not understand them, will perhaps

hereafter be explained, having, I hope, illustrated some,

which others have neglected or mistaken, sometimes by

short remarks, or marginal directions, such as every editor

has added at his will, and often by comments more labo-

rious than the matter will seem to deserve ; but that which

is most difficult is not always most important, and to an

editor nothing Is a trifle by which his author is obscured.

The poetical beauties or defects I have not been very

diligent to observe. Some plays have more, and some

fewer judicial observations, not in proportion to their

difference of merit, but because I gave this part of my
design to chance and to caprice. The reader, I believe,

is seldom pleased to find his opinion anticipated; it is

natural to delight more in what we find or make, than in

what we receive. Judgement, like other faculties, is im-

proved by practice, and its advancement is hindered by
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submission to dictatorial decisions, as the memory grows

torpid by the use of a table-book. Some initiation is

novvever necessary; of all skill, part is infused by pre-

cept, and part is obtained by habit; I have therefore

shown so much as may enable the candidate of criticism

to discover the rest.

To the end of most plays I have added short strictures,

containing a general censure of faults, or praise of excel-

lence; in which I know not how much I have concurred

with the current opinion ; but I have not, by any affec-

tation of singularity, deviated from it. Nothing is mi-

nutely and particularly examined, and therefore it is to

be supposed, that in the plays which are condemned there

is much to be praised, and in those which are praised

much to be condemned.

The part of criticism in which the whole succession of

editors has laboured with the greatest diligence, which

has occasioned the most arrogant ostentation, and ex-

cited the keenest acrimony, is the emendation of cor-

rupted passages, to which the public attention having

been first drawn by the violence of the contention be-

tween Pope and Theobald, has been continued by the

persecution, which, with a kind of conspiracy, has been

since raised against all the publishers of Shakespeare.

That many passages have passed in a state of deprava-

tion , through all the editions is indubitably certain ; of

these, the restoration is only to be attempted by collation

of copies, or sagacity of conjecture. The collator's pro-

vince is safe and easy, the conjecturer's perilous and dif-

ficult. Yet as the greater part of the plays are extant
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only m one copy, the peril must not be avoided, nor the

difficulty refused.

Of the readings which this emulation of amendment

na3 hitherto produced, some from the labours of every

publisher I have advanced into the text; those are to be

considered as in my opinion sufficiently supported j some

I have rejected without mention, as evidently erroneous;

some I have left in the notes without censure or approba-

tion, as resting in equipoise between objection and de-

fence; and some, which seemed specious but not right,

1 have inserted with a subsequent animadversion.

.
Having classed the observations of others, I was at last

to try what I could substitute for their mistakes, and how
I could supply their omissions. I collated such copies as

I could procure, and wished for more, but have not

found the collectors of these rarities very communicative.

Of the editions which chance or kindness put into mv
hands I have given an enumeration, that I may not be

blamed for neglecting what I had not the power to do.

By examining the old copies, I soon found that the

latter publishers, with all their boasts of diligence, suf-

fered many passages to stand unauthorized, and con-

tented themselves with Rovve's regulation of the text,

even where they knew it to be arbitrary, and with a little

consideration might have found it to be wrong. Some

of these alterations are only the ejection of a word for one

that appeared to him more elegant or more intelligible.

These corruptions I have often silently rectified ; for the

history of our language, and the true force of our words,

can only be preserved^ by keeping the text of authors
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free from adulteration. Others, and those very frequent,

smoothed the cadence, or regulated the measure; on

these 1 have not exercised the same rigour; if only a

word was transposed, or a particle inserted or omitted,

I have sometimes suffered the line to stand; for the in-

constancy of the copies is such, as that some liberties

may be easily permitted. But this practice I have not

suffered to proceed far, having restored the primitive

diction wherever it could for any reason be preferred.

The emendations, which comparison of copies sup-

plied, I have inserted in the text; sometimes, where the

invprovment was slight, without notice, and sometime*

with an account of the reasons of the change.

Conjecture, though it be sometimes unavoidable, I haA^e

not wantonly nor licentiously indulged. It has been my
settled principle, that the reading of the ancient books

is probably true, and therefore is not to be disturbed

for the sake of elegance, perspicuity, or mere improve-

ment of the sense. For though much credit is not

due to the fidelity, nor any to the judgement of the first

publishers, yet they who had the copy before their eyes

were more likely to read it right, than we who read it

only by imagination. But it is evident that they have often

made strange mistakes by ignorance or negligence, and

that therefore something may be properly attempted by

criticism, keeping the middle way between presumption

and timidity.

Such criticism I have attempted to practise, and where

any passage appeared inextricably perplexed, have en-

deavoured to discover how it may be recalled to sense.
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with least violence. But my first labour is, always to

turn the old text on every side, and try if there be any

interstice, through which light can find its way; nor

would Huetius himself condemn me, as refusing the

trouble of research, for the ambition of alteration. In this

modest industry I have not been unsuccessful. I have

rescued many lines from the violations of temerity, and

secured many scenes from the Inroads of correction. I have

adopted the Roman sentiment, that it is more honourable

to save a citizen, than to kill an enemy, and have been

more careful to protect than to attack.

I have presen'ed the common distribution of the plays

into acts, though I believe it to be in almost all the plays

void of authority. Some of those which are divided in

the later editions have no division in the first folio, and

some that are divided in the folio have no division in the

preceding copies. The settled mode of the theatre re-

quires four intervals in the play, but few, if any, of our

author's compositions can be properly distributed in that

manner. Ah act is so much of the drama as passes with-

out intervention of time, or change of place. A pause

makes a new act. In every real, and therefore in every

imitative action, the intervals may be more or fewer,

the restriction of five acts being accidental and arbitrary.

This Shakespeare knew, and this he practised; his plays

were written, and at first printed in one unbroken con-

tinuity, and ought now to be exhibited with short pauses,

interposed as often as the scene is changed, or any con-

siderable time is required to pass. This method would

a.t once quell a thousand absurdities
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In restoring the author's works to their integrity, I have

considered the punctation as wholly in my power; for

what could be their care of colons and commas, who

corrupted words and sentences? Whatever could be

done by adjusting points, is therefore silently performed,

in some plays, with much diligence, in others with less

;

it is hard to keep a busy eye steadily fixed upon evanes-

cent atoms, or a discursive mind upon evanescent truth

The same liberty has been taken with a few particles, or

other words of slight effect. I have sometimes inserted

or omitted them without notice. I have done that some-

times, which the other editors have done always, and

which indeed the state of the text may sufficiently

justify.

The greater part of readers, instead of blaming us for

passing trifles, will wonder that on mere trifles so much

labour is expended, with such importance of debate, and

such solemnity of diction. To these I answer with con-

fidence, that they are judging of an art which they do

not understand; yet cannot much reproach them with

their ignorance, nor promise that they would become in

general, by learning criticism, more useful, happier, or

wiser.

As I practised conjecture more, I learned to trust it

less; and after I had printed a few plays, resolved to

insert none of my own readings in the text. Upon this

caution I now congratulate myself, for every day increases,

my doubt of my emendations.

Since I have confined my imagination to the margin,

it must not be considered as very reprehensible, if I have

VOL. I. «
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suffered it to play some freaks in its own dominion. There'

]fs no danger in conjecture, if it be proposed as conjecturej

and while the text remains uninjured, those changes may

be safely offered, which are not considered even by him

that offers them as necessary or safe.

If my readings are of Uttle value, they have not been

ostentatiously displayed or in^portunately obtruded. I could

have written longer notes, for the art of writing notes is

not of difficult attainment. The work is performed,

first by railing at the stupidity, negligence, ignorance,

and asinine tastelessness of the former editors, and show-

ing, from all that goes before and all that follows, the

inelegance and absurdity of the old reading;- then by

proposing something, which to superficial readers would

seem specious, bat which the editor rejects with indig-

nation ; then by producing the true reading, with a long

paraphrase, and concluding with loud acclamations on

the discovery, and a sober wish for the advancement and

prosperity of genuine criticism.

All this may be done, and perhaps done sometime*

without impropriety. But I have always suspected that

the reading is right, which requires many words to prove

it wrong; and the emendation wrong, that cannot with-

out so much labour appear to be right. The j-ustness of

a happy restoration strikes at once, and the moral pre-

cept may be well applied to criticism, quod dubitas nf

feceris.

To dread the shore which he sees spread with wrecks,

is natural to the sailor. I have before my eye, so many
critical adventures ending in miscarriage, that caution
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was forced upon me. I encountered in every page wit

struggling with its own sophistry, and learning confused

by the multiplicity of its views. I was forced to censure

those whom I admired, and could not but reflect, while

I was dispossessing their emendations, how soon the same

fate might happen to my own, and how many of the

readings which I have corrected may be by some other

editor defended and established.

Critics I saw, that other's names efface.

And fix their own, with labour, in the place.

Their own, like others, soon their place res'gn'd.

Or disappear'd, and left, the first behind. POPE.

That a conjectural critic should often be mistaken,

cannot be wonderful, either to others or himself, if it be

considered, that in his art there is no system, no prin-

cipal and axiomatical truth that regulates subordinate po-

sitions. His chance of error is renewed at every attempt;

an oblique view of the passage, a slight misapprehension

of a phrase, a casual inattention to the parts connected,

is sufficient to make him not only fail, but fail ridicu-

lously; and when he succeeds best he produces perhaps

but one reading of many probable, and he that suggests

another will always be able to dispute his claims.

It is an unhappy state, in which danger is hid under

pleasure. The allurements of emendation are scarcely

resistible. Conjecture has all the joy and all the pride of

invention, and he that has once started a happy change,

is too much delighted to consider what objections may

rise against it.

Yet conjectural criticism has been of great use io the
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learned world; nor is It my intention to depreciate a

study, that has exercised so many mighty minds, from

the revival of learning to our own age, from the Bishop

of Aleria to English Bentley. The critics on ancient

authors have, in the exercise of their sagacity, many

assistances, which the editor of Shakespeare is condemned

to want. They are employed upon grammatical and

settled languages, whose construction contributes so much
to perspicuity, that Homer has fewer passages unintelli-

gible than Chaucer. The words have not only a known

regimen, but invariable quantities, which direct and

confine the choice. There are commonly more manu-

scripts than one; and they do not often conspire in the

same mistakes. Yet Scaliger could confess to Salmasius

how little satisfaction his emendations gave him. Illudunt

nobis conjectures nostrce, qiiarum nos pudet, posteaquam

in meliores codiees incidimus. And Lipsius could com-

plain, that critics were making faults, by trying to re-

move them, Ui olim viiiis, ita nunc remediis lahoratur.

And indeed, where mere conjecture is to be used, the

emendations of Scaliger and Lipsius, notwithstanding

their wonderful sagacity and erudition, are often vague

and disputable, like mine or Theobald's.

Perhaps I may i>ot be more censured for doing wrong,

than for doing little; for raising in the public expecta-

tions, which at last I have not answered. The expectation

of ignorance is indefinite, and that of knowledge is often

tyrannical. It is hard to satisfy those who know not what

to demand, or those who demand by design what they

think Impossible to be done. I have indeed disappointed
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no opinion more than my own
;
yet I have endeavoured to

perform my task vAih no slight solicitude. Not a single

passage in the whole work has appeared to me corrupt,

which I have not attempted to restore; or obscure, which

I have not endeavoured to illustrate. In many I have

failed like others; and from many, after all my efforts,

I have retreated, and confessed the repulse. I have not

passed over, with affected superiority, what is equally

difficult to the reader and to myself, but where I could

not instruct him, have owned my ignorance. I might

easily have accumulated a mass of seeming learning upon

easy scenes; but it ought not to be imputed to negli-

gence, that where nothing was necessary, nothing has

been done, or that, where others have said enough, I have

said no more.

Notes are often necessary, but they are necessary evils.

Let him, that is yet unacquainted with the powers of

Shakespeare, and who desires to feel the highest pleasure

that the drama can give, read every play, from the first

scene to the last, with utter negligence of all his com-

mentators. When his fancy is once on the wing, let it

not stoop at correction or explanation. When his atten-

tion is strongly engaged, let it disdain alike to turn aside to

the name of Theobald and of Pope. Let him read on

through brightness and obscurity, through integrity and

corruption; let him preserve his comprehension of the

dialogue and his interest in the fable. And when the

pleasures of novelty have ceased, let him attempt exact-

ness, and read the commentators.

Particular passages are cleared by notes, but the general
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effect of the work is weakened. The mind is refrigerated

by interruption; the thoughts are diverted from the

principal subject; the reader is weary, he suspects not

why; and at last throws away the book which he has

too diligently studied.

Parts are not to be examined till the whole has been

«uneyed; there is a kind of intellectual remoteness ne-

cessary for the comprehension of any great work in its

full design and in its true proportions; a close approach

shows the smaller niceUcs, but the beauty of the whole is

discerned no longer.

It is not very grateful to consider how little the suc-

cession of editors has added to this author's power of

pleasing. He was read, admired, studied, and imitated,

while he was yet deformed with all the improprieties

which ignorance and neglect could accumulate upon

him; while the reading was yet not rectified, nor his

allusions understood; yet then did Dryden pronounce,

that Shakespeare was the man, who, of all modern and

perhaps ancient poets, had the largest 'and most compre-

hensive soul. Ail the images of nature were still present

to him, and he drew them not laboriously, but luckily:

when he describes any thing, you more than see it, you

feel it too. Those, who accuse him to have wanted

learning, give him the greater commendation; he was

naturally learned ; he needed not the spectacles of books

to read nature ; he looked inwards, and found her there.

I cannot say he is every-where alike ; were he so, I should

do him injury to compare him with the greatest of man-

kind. He is many times flat and insipid; his comic mt
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degenerating into clenches, his serious swelling into bom-

bast. But he is always great, when some great occasion

is presented to him : no man can say, he ever had a fit

subject for his wit, and did not then raise himself as high

above the rest of poets.

Quantum lenta solent inter viburna cupressi.

It is to be lamented, that such a writer should want

a commentary ; that his language should become obsolete,

or his sentiments obscure. But it is vain to carry wishes

beyond the condition of human things ; that which must

happen to all, has happened to Shakespeare, by accident

and time; and more than has been suffered by any other

writer since the use of types, has been suffered by him

through his own negligence of fame, or perhaps by that

superiority of mind, which despised its own performances,

when it compared them with its powers, and judged those

works unworthy to be preserved, which the critics of

following ages were to contend for the fame of restoring

and explaining.

Among these candidates of inferior fame, I am now to

stand the judgement of the public; and wish that I could

confidently produce my commentary as equal to the en-

.^ouragement which I have had the honour of receiving.

Every work of this kind is by its nature deficient, and

I should feel little solicitude about the sentence, were it

to be pronounced only by the skilful and the learned.

Of what has been performed in this revisal, an account

is given in the following pages by Mr. Steevens, who

might have spoken both of his own diligence and sagacity^
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in terms of greater self-approbation, without deviating

from modesty or truth*.

Johnson.

* This passage relates to the edition published in 1773, by George

Steevens, Esq.
,

MALONE.

Other passages in this Preface allude to the edition of 1793, with

Notes by SamuelJohnson and George Steevens, Esq. Johnson's Preface

is preserved iu this edition (without alteration) for its beauty of diction,

and the happy turn of reasoning throughout the who4c.
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ESSAY
ON

THE LEARNING OF SHAKESPEARE:

ADDRESSED TO

JOSEPH CRADOCK, ESQ.

'^ Shakespeare," says a brother of the craft, " is

a vast garden of criticism:" and certainly no one can

be favoured with more weeders gratis.

But how often, my dear sir, are weeds and flowers torn

up indiscriminately—the ravaged spot is replanted in a

moment, and a profusion of critical thorns thrown over

it for security.

" A prudent man, therefore, would not venture his

fingers amongst them."

Be however in little pain for your friend, who regards

himself sufficiently to be cautious :—yet he asserts with

confidence, that no improvement can be expected, whilst

the natural soil is mistaken for a hot-bed, and the natives

of the banks of Avon are scientifically choked with the

culture of exotics.

Thus much for metapnor ; it is contrary to the statute

to fly out so early: but who can tell, whether it may

not be demonstrated by some critic or other, that a d&-
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viation from rule is peculiarly happy in an Essay on

Shakespeare

!

You have long known my opinion concerning the

literary acquisitions of our immortal dramatist; and re-

member how 1 congratulated myself on my coincidence

with the last and best of his editors. I told you however,

that his small Latin and less Greek would still be litigated,

and you see very assuredly that I am not mistaken. The

trumpet hath been sounded against ** the darling project

of representing Shakespeare as one of the illiterate vulgar j"

and indeed to so good purpose, that I would by all

means recommend the performer to the army of the hrai/-

ing faction, recorded by Cervantes. The testimony of

his contemporaries is again disputed ; constant tradition is

opposed by flimsy arguments; and nothing is heard, but

confusion and nonsense. One could scarcely imagine

this a topic very likely to inflame the passions : it is as-

serted by Dryden, that " those who accuse him to have

wanted learning, give him the greatest commendation;'*

yet an attack upon an artide of faith hath been usually

received with more temper and complacence, than the

unfortunate opinion, which I am about to defend.

But let us previously lament- with every lover of Shake-

speare, that the question was not fully discussed by

Mr. Jonson himself: what he sees intuitively, others must

arrive at by a series of proofs ; and I have not time to

teach with precision : be contented therefore with a few

cursory observations, as they may happen to arise from

the chaos of papers, you have so often laughed at,—" a

stock sufficient to set up an editor in form." I am con-
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vinced of the strength of my cause, and superior to any

little advantage from sophistical arrangements.

General positions without proofs will probably have no

great weight on either side, yet it may not seem fair to

supoi-ess tiiem : take them therefore as their authors occur

to me, ?.nd we will afterward proceed to particulars.

The testimony of Ben stands foremost : and some have

held it sufficient to decide the controversy: in the

warmest panegyric, that ever was written, he apologizes

for what he supposed the only defect in his ** beloved

friend,

—

Soul of the agel

Th» applause ! delight! the wonder of our stage !

—

whose memory he honoured almost to idolatry:" and,

conscious of the worth of ancient literature, like any

other man on the same occasion, he rather carries his

acquirements ahove, than lelow the truth. ** Jealousy!"

cries Mr. Upton ; " people will allow others any qualities,

but those upon which they highly value themselves." Yes,

where there is a competition, and the competitor for-

midable : but, I think, this critic himself hath scarcely set

in opposition the learning of Shakespeare and Jonson.

When a superiority is universally granted, it by no means

appears a man's literary interest to depress the reputation

of his antagonist.

In truth the received opinion of the pride and malig-

nity of Jonson, at least in the earlier part of life, is ab-

solutely groundless : at this time scarce a play or a poem

appeared without Ben's encomium, from the original

Shakespeare to the translator of Du Bartas.
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But Jonson is by no means our only authority. Dray-

ton, the countryman and acquaintance of Shakespeare,

determines his excellence to the naturall hraine only.

Digges, a wit of the town before our poet left the stage,

IS very strong to the purpose,

Nature only helpt him, for looke thorow.

This whole book, thou shalt find he doth not borow

One phrase from Greekes, nor Latines imitate,

Nor once from vulgar languages translate.

Suckling opposed his easier strain to the sweat of the

learned Jonson. Denham assures us that all he had was

from old mother-wit. His native ivood-notes wild, every

one remembers to be celebrated by Milton. Dryden

observes prettily enough, that ** he wanted not the spec-

tacles of books to read nature." He came out of her hand,

as some one else expresses it, like Pallas out of Jove's

head, at full growth and mature.

The ever memorable Hales of Eton, (who, notwith-

standing his epithet, is, I fear, almost forgotten,) had

too great a knowledge both of Shakespeare and the an-

cients to allow much acquaintance between them: and

urged very justly on the part of genius in opposition to

pedantry, that " if he had not read the classics, he had

likewise not stolen from them; and if any topic was pro-

duced from a poet of antiquity he would undertake to

show somewhat on the same subject, at least as well writ-

ten by Shakespeare."

Fuller, a diligent and equal searcher after truth and

quibbles, declares positively, that ** his learning was very

little,*—»a^z«re was all the art used upon him, as he him'
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self, if alive, would confess." And may we not say, he

did confess it, when he apologized for his untutored lines

to his noble patron the Earl of Southampton?—this list

of witnesses might be easily enlarged; but I flatter my-

self, I shall stand in no need of such evidence.

One of the first and most vehement assertors of the

Jearning of Shakespeare was the editor of his poems, the

well-known Mr. Gildon ; and his steps were most punc-

tually taken by a subsequent labourer in the same depart-

ment. Dr. Sewell.

Mr. Pope supposed ** little ground for the common
opinion of his want of learning:" once indeed he made

a proper distinction between learning and languages, as

I would be understood to do in my title-page; but un-

fortunately he forgot it in the course of his disquisition,

and endeavoured to persuade himself that Shakespeare's

acquaintance with the ancients might be actually proved

by the same medium as Jonson's.

Mr. Theobald is ** very unwilling to allow him so poor

a scholar, as many have laboured to represent him;" and

yet is " cautious of declaring too positively on the other

side of the question."

Dr. Warburton hath exposed the weakness of some

arguments from suspected imitations; and yet offers

others, which, I doubt not, he could as easily have re-

futed.

Mr. Upton wonders *'with what kind of reasoning any

one could be so far imposed upon, as to imagine that

Shakespeare had no learning;" and lashes with much

zeal and satisfaction " the pride and pertness of dunces.
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who under such a name would gladly shelter their own

idleness and ignorance."

He, like the learned knight, at every anomaly in gram-

mar or metre,

Hath hard words ready to show why.

And tell what rule he did it fay.

How would the old bard have been astonished to have

found, that he had very skilfully given the trochaic di-

meter Irachycatalecticy commonly called the ithyphallic

measure to the Witches in Macbeth! and that now and

then a halting verse afforded a most beautiful instance of

the pes proceleusmaticus

!

** But," continues Mr. Upton, ** it was a learned age;

Roger Ascham assures us, that queen Elizabeth read more

Greek every day, than some dignitaries of the church did

Latin in a whole week." This appears very probable;

and a pleasant proof it is of the general learning of the

times, and of Shakespeare in particular. I wonder, he

did not corroborate it with an extract from her injunc-

tions to her clergy, that •' such as were but mean readers

should peruse over before, once or twice, the chapters

and homilies, to the intent they might read to the better

understanding of the people."

Dr. Grey declares, that Shakespeare's knowledge in the

Greek and Latin tongues cannot reasonably be called in

question. Dr. Dodd supposes it proved, that he was not

•uch a novice in learning and antiquity as some people

would pretend. And to close the whole, for I suspect

you to be tired of quotation, Mr. Whalley, the ingenious
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editor of Jonson, hath writfen a piece expressly on thia

side the question : perhaps from a very excusable par-

tiality, he was willing to draw Shakespeare from the field

of nature to classic ground, where alone, he knew, his

author could possibly cope with him.

These critics, and many others their coadjutors, have

supposed themselves able to trace Shakespeare in the

writings of the ancients ; and have sometimes persuaded

us of their own learning, whatever became of their au-

thor's. Plagiarisms have been discovered in every natural

description and every moral sentiment. Indeed by the

kind assistance of the various Excerpta, SententicBy and

Mores, this business may be effected with very I'ltle ex-

pence of time or sagacity; as Addison hath demonstrated

in his comment on Chevy-chase^ and Wagstaff on Tom

Thumb ; and I myself will engage to give you quotaticns

from the elder English writers (for, to own the iruth,

I was once idle enough to collect such,") which shall carry

with them at least an equal degree of sinilarity. But

there can be no occasion of wasting any future time in

this department: the world is now in possession of the

Marks of Imitation.

** Shakespeare however hath frequent allusions to

the facts and fahles of antiquity." Granted:—and as

Mat. Prior says, to save the effusion of more Christian

ink, I will endeavour to show, how they came to his

acquaintance.

It is notorious, that much of his matter offact know-

ledge is deduced from Plutarch: but in what language

he read him, hath yet been the question. Mr. Upton is
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pretty confident of his skill in the origmal, and corrects

accordingly the errors of his copyists by the Greek standard.

Take a few instances, which will elucidate this matter

sufficiently.

In the third act of Antony and Cleopatra^ Octavius

represents to his courtiers the imperial pomp of those

illustrious lovers, and the arrangement of their domi-

nion,

Unto her

He gave tlie 'stablishment of Egypt, made her

Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lj/dia,

Absolute queen.

Read Lilya, says the critic authoritatively, as is plain

from Plutarch, Upwrriv [xiv ci.ire<l>r,v£ KKiOTraToav BixffiKi(7(7a.T,

kVfJTTTH, -holI KuV^8, x«« AIBTH2, xa» xoiKrjg 1\jgt<x.g.

This is very true : Mr. Heath accedes to the correc-

tion, and Mr. Johnson admits it into the text: but turn

to the translation, from the French of Amyot, by Thomas

North, in folio, 1579, and you will at once see the origin

of the mistake.

" First of all he did establish Cleopatra queene of^gypt,

of Cyprus, of Lydia, and the lower Syria."

Again, in the fourth act

:

My messenger

He hath whipt with rods, dares me to personal combat,

Caesar to Antony. Let th' old ruffian know

I have many other ways to die j mean time

Lau^h at his challenge

"What a reply is this?" cries Mr. Upton, "'tis ac-

knowledging he should fall under the unequal combat.
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But if we read

Let the old ruffian know

He hath many other ways to die ; mean time

/laugh at his challenge ,.

we have the poignancy and the very repartee of Caesar in

Pkitarch."

This correction was first made by Sir Thomas Hanmer,

and Mr. Johnson hath received it. Most indisputably

it is the sense of Plutarch, and given so in the modern

translation : but Shakespeare was misled by the ambiguity

of the old one: " Antonius sent again to challenge Caesar

to fight him : Caesar answered. That he had many other

ways to die, than so."

In the third act of Julius Ccesar, Antony, in his well-

known harangue to the people, repeats a part of the em-

peror's will

:

To every Roman citizen he gives.

To every several man, seventy-five drachmas

Moreover he hath left you all his walks,
*

His private arbours, and new-planted orchards.

On tftis side Tiber

* • Our author certainly wrote," says Mr. Theobald,

—

" On tha. side Tiber-

Trans Tiberim—prope Cseearis hortos.
'

And Plutarch, whom Shakespeare very diligently studied,

expressly declares, that he left the public his gardens and

walks, vrepav th UoTot/uiv, beyond the Tyler."

This emendation likewise hath been adopted by the

subsequent editors; but hear again the old translation,

where Shakespeare's study hy: ** He bequeathed unto

VOL. I. H
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every citizen of Rome seventy-five drachmas a man, and

he left his gardens and arbours unto the people, which he

had on this side of the river of Tyber." I could furnish

you with many more instances, but these are as good as

a thousand.

Hence had our author his characteristic knowledge of

Brutus and Antony, upon which much argumentation

for his learning hath been founded : and hence literatim

the epitaph on Timon, which, it was once presumed, he

had corrected from the blunders of the Latin version, by

his own superior knowledge of the original.

I cannot however omit a passage from Mr. Pope:

** The speeches copied from Plutarch in Coriolanus may,

I think, be as well made an instance of the learning of

Shakespeare, as those copy*d from Cicero in Catiline, of

Ben Jonson's." Let us inquire into this matter, and

transcribe a speech for a specimen. Take the famous one

of Volumnia

:

Should we be silent and not speak, our raiment

And state of bodies would bewray what life

We've led since thy exile. Think with thyself.

How more unfortunate than all living women

. Are we come hither : since that thy sight, which should

I
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with comforts,

L Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and sorrow;

1 Making the mother, wife, and child, to see

The son, the husband, and the father, tearing

His country's bowels out. And to poor we.

Thy enmity's most capital : thou barr'st us

Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy : For how can we,

Alas ! how can we for our country pray.

Whereto we're bound ; together with thy vtctarjr.
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>V hereto we're bound ? Alack ! or we must lose

The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy person.

Our comfort in the country. We must find

An evident calatnhy, tliough we had

Our wish, which side should win : for either thou

Must, as a foreign recreant, be led

With manacles thorough our streets, or else

Triumphantly tread on tliy country's ruin ;

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed.

Thy wife and children's blood. For myself, ton,

1 purpose not to wait on fortune, till

These wars determine : if I can't persuade thee

Rather to show a noble grace to both parti,

Tlian seek the end of one, thou shalt no sooner

March to assault thy country, than to tread

(Trust to't, thou sbalt not,) on thy mother's womb.

That brought thee to this world.

I will now give you the old translation, which shall

effectually confute Mr. Pope : for our author hath done

little more, than throw the very words of North into

blank verse

:

** If we helde our peace (my sonne) and determined

not to speake, the state of our poore bodies, and present

sight of our rayment, would easely bewray to thee what

life we haue led at home, since thy exile and abode

abroad. But thinke now with thy selfe, hovve much more

unfortunately, then all the women liuinge we are come

hether, considering that the sight which should be most

pleasaunt to all other to beholde, spiteful! fortune hath

made most fearfuH to us: making my selfe to see my

Sonne, and my daughter here, her husband, besieging the

walles of his natiue countrie. So as that which is the

only comfort to all other in their adversitie and raiserie»
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to pray unto the goddes, and to call to them for aide; Is

the onely thinge which plongeth us into most deepe per-

plexitie. For we cannot (alas) together pray, both for

victorie, for our countrie, and for safety of thy life also

:

but a worlde of grievous curses, yea more than any mor-

tall enemie can heappe uppon us, are forcibly wrapt up in

our prayers. For the bitter soppe of most harde choyce is

offered thy wife and children, to foregoe the one of the

two ; either to lose the persone of thy selfe, or the nurse

of their natiue countrie. For my selfe (my sonne) I am
determined not to tarrie, till fortune in my life time doe

make an ende of this warre. For if I cannot persuade

thee, rather to doe good unto both parties, then to ouer-

throwe and destroye the one, preferring loue and nature

before the malice and calamitie of warres : thou shalt see,

my sonne, and trust unto it, thou shalt no soner marche

or\yard to assault thy countrie, but thy foote shall tread

npon thy mother's wombe, that brought thee first into

this world."

The length of this quotation will be excused for ite

curiosity J* and it happily wants not the assistance of a

comment. But matters may not always be so easily ma-

naged:—a plagiarism from Anacreon hath been detected.

The sun's a thief, and with his great attraction

Robs the vast sea. The moon's an arrant thief.

And her pale fire she snatches from tlie sun.

The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves

The moon into salt tears. The earth's a thief.

That feeds and breeds by a composture stol'n

From gen'ral excrement : each thing's a thief.

** Thii (says Dr. Dodd) is a good deal in the niannc.'^
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of the celebrated drinking Ode, too well knovrn to be

inserted." Yet it may be alleged by those, who imagine

Shakespeare to have been p;enerally able to think for him-

self, that the topics are obvious, and their application is

different.—But for argument's sake, let the parody be

granted; and ** our author (says some one) may be

puzzled to prove, that there was a Latin translation of

Anacreon at the time Shakespeare wrote his Timon of

Athens." This challenge is peculiarly Jinhappy ; for 1 do

not at present recollect any other classic, (if indeed, with

grea: deference to Mynheer de Pauw, Anacreon may be

numbered amongst them,) that was originally published

with two Latin translations.

But this is not all. Puttenham in his Arte of English

Poesie, IhSg, quotes some one of a ** reasonable good

facilitie in translation, who finding certaine of Anacreon's

Odes very well translated by Ronsard, the French poet

—comes our minion, and translates the same out of

French into English:" and his strictures upon him

evince the publication. Now this identical ode is to be

met with in Ronsard! and as his works are in few hands,

I will take the liberty of transcribing it:

La terre les eaux va boivant,

L'aibie la boit par sa racine.

La mer salee boit le vent,

Et le soleit bnit la marine.

Le soleil est beu de 'a lune,

Ti.ut boit s .it en haut ou en bas:

Suivant ceste reigle commune,

Pourqu'.y done ne boirons-nous pas? Edit.fol. p. 507.

I know not whether an observation or two relative to
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our author's acquaintance with Homer, oe worth our

investigation. The ingenious Mrs. Lenox observes on a

passage of Troilus and Cressida, where Achilles is roused

to battle by the death of Patroclus, that Shakespeare must

here have had the Iliad in view, as ** the old story, which

in many places he hath faithfully copied, is absolutely

silent with respect to this circumstance."

And Mr. Upton is positive that the sweet ollivious

antidote, inquired after by Macbeth, could be nothing

but the nepenthe described in the Odyssey,

N?)T£v9«f r* oiy^Kiv ri, xaxwi/ s7r/X»j9ov airavTwv,

I will not insist upon the translations by Chapman; as

the first editions are without date, and it may be difficult

to ascertain the exact time of their publication. But

the Jbrtner circumstance might have been learned from

Alexander Barclay; and the latter more fully from

Spenser, than from Homer himself.

" But Shakespeare," persists Mr. Upton, " hath some

Greek expressions" Indeed I
—" We have one in Co*

riolanus

:

It is held

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and

Most dignifies the haver.

and another in Macleth, where Banquo addresses the

weird sisters.

My noble partner

You greet with present grace, and great prediction

Of noble having.

Cr.*Ex"ei*—and xp\s tw "Exovt*, to the haver»"
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This was the common language of Shakespeare's time.

*' Lye in a water-bearer's house!" says Master Matthew

of Bobadil, ** a gentleman of his havings /"

Thus likewise John Davies in his Pleasant Descant

upon English Proverbs, printed with his Scourge of Folly

,

about 1612 :

Do well and have well /—ncyther so still

:

For some are good doert, whose havings are ill.|

and Daniel the historian uses it frequently. Having seem*

to be synonymous with behaviour in Gawin Douglas and

the elder Scotch writers.

Haver
J in the sense of possessor, is every where met

with: though unfortunately the t^Is t^v "Exovra of So-

phocles, produced as an authority for it, is suspected by

Kuster, as good a critic in these matters, to have ab-

solutely a diiFerent meaning.

But what shall we say to the learning of the Clown in

Hamlet, ** Ay, tell me that, and unyoke!" alluding to

the BuXurif of the Greeks: and Homer and his scho-

liast are quoted accordingly

!

If it be not sufficient to say, with Dr. Warburton, that

the phrase might have been taken from husbandry, with-

out much depth of reading; we may produce it from a

Dittie of the workmen of Dover, preserved in the addi-

tions to Holinshed, p. 1 546

:

My bow is broke, I would unyojte.

My fool is sore, I can worke no more.

An expression of my Dame Quickly is^ next fastened
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upon, which you may look for in vain in the modern

text; she calls some of the pretended fairies in The

Merry Wives of Windsor

y

Orphan heir* of fix^d Destiny.

** And how elegant is this," quoth Mr. Upton, sup-

posing the word to be used as a Grecian would have

used it! " 6^(poivos ab o^ipvog—acting in darkness and ob-

scurity."

Mr. Heath assures us, that the bare mention of such

an interpretation is a sufficient refutation of it; and his

critical word will be rather taken in Greek than in

English: in the^'same hands therefore I will venture to

leave all our author's knowledge of the old comedy, and

his etymological learning in the word, Desdemona.

Surely poor Mr. Upton was very little acquainted with

fairies, notwithstanding his laborious study of Spenser.

The last authentic account of them is from our country-

man William Lilly ; and it by no means agrees with the

learned interpretation: for the angelical creatures ap-

peared in his Hurst wood in a most illustrious glory,—
" and indeed, (says the sage,) it is not given to many

persons to endure their glorious aspects"

The only use of transcribing these things, is to shovr

what absurdities men for ever run into, when they lay

down an hypothesis, and afterward seek for arguments

in the support of it. What else could induce this man,

by no means a bad scholar, to doubt whether Truepenny

might not be derived from T^uTravov; and quote upon

MS with much parade an old scholiast on Aristophanes?

—
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I will not Stop to confute him : nor take any notice of

two or three more expressions, in which he was pleased

to suppose some learned meaning or other; all which he

might have found in every writer of the time, or still more

easily in the vulgar translation of the Bible, by consulting

the Concordance of Alexander Cruden.

But whence have we the plot of Timon, except from

the Greek of Lucian ?—^The editors and critics have been

never at a greater loss than in their inquiries of this sort;

and the source of a tale hath been often in vain sought

abroad, which might easily have been found at home:

my good friend, the very ingenious editor of the Re-

liques of Ancient English Poetry, hath shown our author

to have been sometimes contented with a legendary

hallad.

The story of the misanthrope is told in almost every

collection of the time; and particularly in two books,

with which Shakespeare was intimately acquainted; the

Palace qf Pleasure and the English Plutarch. Indeed,

from a passage in an old play, called Jack Drum's En-

tertainment, I conjecture that he had before made his

appearance on the stage.

I Were this a proper place for such a disquisition, I could

give you many cases of this kind. We are sent, for in-

stance, to Cinthio for the plot of Measure for Measure,

and Shakespeare's judgement hath been attacked for some

deviations from him in the conduct of it : when probably

all he knew of the matter was from madam Isabella in

the Heptameron of Whetstone. Ariosto is continually

quoted for the fable of Much ado about Nothing ',
but
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I suspect our poet to have been satisfied with the Geneura

of Turbemlle. As you like it was certainly horroived,

if we believe Dr. Grey, and Mr. Upton, from the Coke's

Tale of Gamelyn; which by the way was not printed

till a century afterward: when in truth the old bard,

who was no hunter of MSS. contented himself solely

with Lodge's Rosalynd, or Euphues' Golden Legacye,

quarto, ISQO. The story of All's well that ends well,

or, as I suppose it to have been sometimes called Love's

Labour WonnCy is originally indeed the property of

Boccace, but it came immediately to Shakespeare from

Painter's Giletta of Narlon. Mr. Langbaine could not

conceive, whence the story of Pericles could be taken;

** not meeting in history with any such Prince of Tyre-,"

yet his legend may be found at large in old Gower, under

the name of Appolynus.

Pericles is one of the plays omitted in the latter edi-

tions, as well as the early folios, and not improperly;

though it was published many years before the death of

Shakespeare, with his name in the title-page. Aulus

Gellius informs us, that some plays are ascribed absolutely

to Plautus, which he only re-touched and polished-, and

this is undoubtedly the case with our author likewise.

The revival of this performance, which Ben Jonson calls

stale and mojddy, was probably his earliest attempt in

the drama. I know, that another of these discarded

pieces, The Yorkshire Tragedy, hath been frequently

called so ; but most certainly it was not written by our poet

at all : nor indeed was it printed in his life-time. The fact

on which it is built, was perpetrated no sooner than l604:
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much too late for so mean a performance from the hand

of Shakespeare.

Sometimes a very little matter detects a forgery. You

may remember a play called The Douhle Falshood, which

Mr. Theobald was desirous of palming upon the world

for a posthumous one of Shakespeare : and I see it is classed

as such in the last edition of the Bodleian catalogue.

Mr. Pope himself, after all the strictures of Scriblerus,

in a letter to Aaron Hill, supposes it of that age; but a

mistaken accent determines it to have been written since

the middle of the last century:

This late example

Of base Henriquez, bleeding in me now.

From each good aspect takes away my trust.

And in another place.

You have an aspect, sir, of wond'rous wisdom.

The word aspect, you perceive, is here accented on the

^rst syllable, which, I am confident, in ariy sense of it,

was never the case in the time of Shakespeare; though it

may sometimes appear to be so, when we do not observe

a preceding elision.

Some of the professed imitators of our old poets have

iiot attended to this and many other minutice: I could

point out to you several performances in the respective

styles of Chaucer, Spenser, and Shakespeare, which the

imitated bard could not possibly have either read or con-

strued.

^ I This very accent hath troubled the annotators on

Milton. Dr. Bentley observes it to be a tone different
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from the present use. Mr. Manwaring, in his Treatise

tif Harmony and Numbers, very solemnly informs us,

that " this verse is defective both in accent and quantity,

B. III. V. 266:

His words here ended, but his meek aspdct

Silent yet spake

Here (says he) a syllable is acitted and long, whereas it

should be short and graved!"

And a still more extraordinary gentleman, one Green,

who published a specimen of a new version of the Para'

disc Lost, into blank verse, ** by which that amazing

work is brought somewhat nearer the summit of perfec-

tion," begins with correcting a blunder in the fourtq

book> V. 540

:

The setting sun

Slowly descended, and with right asp^t—

Levell'd his evening rays

Uot so, in the new version

:

Meanwhile the setting sun descending slow—

Levell'd with aspect right his ev'ning rays..

Enough of such commentators.—The celebrated Dr. Dee

had a spirit, who would sometimes condescend to cor-

rect him, when peccant in quantity: and it had been

kind of him to have a little assisted the wights above-

mentioned.—Milton affected the antique; but it may

seem more extraordinary, that the old accent should be

adopted in Hudihras.

After all. The Double Falshood is superior to Theobald.
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One passage, and one only in the whole play, he pretended

to have written

:

Strike up, my masters

;

But touch the strings with a religious softness

:

Teach sound to languish through the night's dull ear,

Till melancholy start from her lazy coueh.

And carelessness grow convert to attention.

These lines were particularly admired ; and his vanity

could not resist the opportunity of claiming them: but

his claim had been more easily allowed to any other part

of the performance.

To whom then shall we ascribe it?—Somebody hath

told us, who should seem to be a nostrum-monger by his

argument, that let accents be how they will, it is called

an original play of William Shakespeare in the King's

Patent prefixed to Mr. Theobald's edition, 1728, and

consequently there could be no fraud in the matter.

Whilst, on the contrary, the Irish laureat, Mr. Victor,

remarks, fand were it true, it would be certainly decisive)

that the plot is borrowed from a novel of Cervantes, not

published till the year after Shakespeare's death. But un-

luckily the same novel appears in a part of Don Quixote,

which was printed in Spanish, l605, and in English by

Shelton, l6l2.—The same reasoning however, which ex-

culpated our author from The Yorkshire Tragedy, may

be applied on the present occasion.

But you want my opinion :—and from every mark of

style and manner, I make no doubt of ascribing it to

Shirley. Mr. Langbaine informs us, that he left some

plays in MS.—These were written about the time of th«
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Restoration, when the accent In question was more gene-

rally altered.

Perhaps the mistake arose from an ahhreviation of the

name. Mr. Dodsley knew not that the tragedy of

Andromana was Shirley's, from the very same cause.

Thus a whole stream of biographers tell us, that Marston's

plays were printed at London, l633, by the care of

William Shakespeare, the famous comedian.—Here again

I suppose, in some transcript, the real publisher's name,

William Sfieares, was alireviafed. No one hath pro-

tracted the life of Shakespeare beyond 1616, except

Mr. Hume J
who is pleased to add a year to it, in con-

tradiction to all manner of evidence.

Shirley is spoken of with contempt in Mac Flecknoe,

but his imagination is sometimes fine to an extraordinary

degree. I recollect a passage in the fourth book of the

Paradise Lost, which hath been suspected of imitation,

as a prettiness below the genius of Milton: I mean,

where Uriel glides hackivard a?id fonvard to heaven on

a sun-leam. Dr. Newton informs us, that this might

possibly be hinted by a picture of Annibal Caracci in

the King of France's cabinet: but I am a{)t to believe

that Milton had been struck Avith a portrait in Shirley.

Fernando, in the comedy of The Brothers, lQo2, describes

Jacinta at vespers ;

Her eye did seem to labour with a tear,

Which suddenly took birth, but overwcigh'd

With its own swelling, drop'd upon her bosome;

Which by reflection of her light, appeared

As nature meant her sorrow for an ornament

:

After, her looks ({rew chearfuU, and I mm
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A smile shoot gracefull upward from her eyes.

As if they had gain'd a victory o'er grief.

And with it many beams twisted themselves,

tlpon whose golden tlireuds the angels wall;

To and againfrom heaven

You must not think me infected with the spirit of

Lauder, if I give you another of Mihon's imitations

:

The swan with arched neck

Between her white wings mantling proudly, rows

Her state with oary feet.

Book VII. V. 438, &c.

" The ancient poets," says Mr. Richardson, " have

not hit upon this beauty; lavish as they have been in

their descriptions of the stvan. Homer calls the swan

long-necked, luKt-^^Ziipav ; but how much more pittoresque,

if he had arched this length of neck!"

For this heaufy, however, Miltoh was beholden to

Donne; whose name, I believe, at present is better

known than his writings

:

Like a ship in her full trim,

A swan, so white that you may unto him

Compare all whitenesse, but himselfe to none.

Glided along, and as he glided watch'd.

And with his arched neck this poor fish ratch'd

—

Progresse of the Soul, st. 84.

Those highly finished landscapes, the Seasons, are

hideed copied from nature, but Thomson sometimes

recollected the hand of his master:

The stately sailing swan

Gives out his snowy plumage to the gale

;

And arching proud his neck with oaryfeet.

Bears forward fierce, and guards his otier tile«

Protective of his young
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But to return, as we say on other occasions.—Perhaps

the advocates for Shakespeare's knowledge of the Latin

language may oe more successful. Mr. Gildon takes

the van. *' It is plain, that he was acquainted with the

fables of antiquity very well : that some of the arrows of

Cupid are pointed with lead, and others with gold, he

found in Ovid ; and what he speaks of Dido, in Virgil

:

nor do I know any translation of these poets so ancient

as Shakespeare's time." The passages on which these

sagacious remarks are made, occur in The Midsummer

Nighfs Drea77i ; and exhibit, we see, a clear proof of

acquaintance with the Latin classics. But we are not

answerable for Mr. Gildon s ignorance; he might have

been told of Caxton and Douglas, of Surrey and Stany-

hurst, of Phaer and Twyne, of Fleming and Golding,

of Turberville and Churchyard! but these fabies were

easily known without the help of either the originals or

the translations. The fate of Dido had been sung very

early by Gower, Chaucer, and Lydgatej Marlowe had

even already introduced her to the stage: and Cupid's

arrows appear with their characteristic differences in Surrey,

in Sidney, in Spenser, and every sonnetteer of the time.

Nay, their very names were exhibited long before in The

Romauni of the Rose : a work you may venture to look

into, notwithstanding Master Prynne hath so positively

assured us, on the word of John Gerson, that the author

is most certainly damned, if he did not care for a serious

repentance.

Mr. Whalley argues in the same manner, and with the

same success. He thinks a passage in The Tempest^
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High queen of state.

Great Juno comes; I know her by her gait...,

a remarkable instance of Shakespeare's knowledge of

ancient poetic story j and that the hint was furnished

by the divUm incedo regina of Virgil.

You know, honest John Taylor, the IVater-poef, de-

clares that he never learned his Accidence, and that Lafin

and French were to him Heathen-Greek; yet by the help

of Mr. Whalley's argument, I will prove him a learned

man, in spite of every thing he may say to the contrary
^

for thus he makes a gallant address his lady:

** Most inestimable magazine of beauty—in whom the

port and majesty of Juno, the wisdomjof Jove's braine-bred

girle, and the feature of Cytherea, have their domestical

habitation."

In The Merchant of Venice we have an oath ** By

two-headed Janus;'' and here, says Dr. Warburton,

Shakespeare shows his knowledge in the antique: and

so again does the TVater-poet, who describes Fortune,

I-^ke a Janus with a double face.

But Shakespeare hath somewhere a Latin motto, quoth

Dr. Sewellj and so hath John Taylor, and a whole poem

upon it into the bargain.

You perceive, my dear Sir, how vague and indeter-

minate such arguments must be: for in fact this siveet

swan of Thames, as Mr. Pope calls him, hath more scraps

of Latin, and allusions to antiquity, than are any where

to be met with in the writings of Shakespeare, I am

VOL. I. I
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sorry to trouble you with trifles, yet what must be done,

when grave men insist upon them ?

It should seem to be the opinion of some modern

critics, that the personages of classic land began only to

be known in England in the time of Shakespeare; or

rather, that he particularly had the honour of introducing

ihem to thfe notice of his countrymen.

For instance,

—

Rumour painted full of tongues, gives

us a prologue to one of the parts of Henry the Fourth;

and, says Dr. Dodd, Shakespeare had doubtless a view ta

either Virgil or Ovid in their description of Fame.

But why so? Stephen Hawes, in his Pastime of Plea-

sure, had long before exhibited her in the same manner,

A goodly lady envyroned about

Willi tongues of fyre

and so had Sir Thomas More in one of his Pageants

,

Fame I am called, mervayle you nothing

Though with tovgues I am compassed all rounde.-

not to mention her elaborate portrait by Chaucer, in The

Boke of Fame ; and by John Higgins, one of the assistants

in The Mirrour for Magistrates, in his Legend of King

Albanacte.

A very liberal writer on the Beauties of Poetry, who
had been more conversant in the ancient literature of

other countries than his own, cannot but wonder, that a

I)oet, whose classical images are composed of the finest

parts, and breathe the very spirit of ancient mythology,

should pass for being illiterate:
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See, what a grace was seated on this brow !

Hyperion's curls : the froitt of Jove himself:

An eye like Mars to threaten and command :

A station like the herald Mercury,

New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill.

Hamlet.

Illiterate is an ambiguous term : the question is, whether

poetic history could be only known by an adept in

languages. It is no reflection on this ingenious gentle-

man, when I say, that I use on this occasion the words

of a better critic, who yet was not willing to carry the

illiteracy of our poet too far:—*' They who are in such

astonishment at the learning of Shakespeare, forget that

the pagan imagery was familiar to all the poets of his time;

and that abundance of this sort of learning was to be

picked up from almost every English book that he could

take into his hands." For not to insist upon Stephen

Batemans Golden Booke of the Leaden Goddes, 1577>

and several other laborious compilations on the subject,

all this and much more mythology might as perfectly

have been learned from the Testament of Creseide, and

the Fairy Queen, as from a regular Pantheon or Polymetis

himself.

Mr. Upton, not contented with heathen learning, when

he finds it in the text, must necessarily sujjeradd it, when

it appears to be wanting ; because Shakespeare most cer-

tainly hath lost it by accident I

In Much ado about Nothing, Don Pedro says of the

insensible Benedict, *• He hath twice or thrice cut

Cupid's bow-string, and the little hangman dare not

shoot at him."
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This mythology is not recollected in the ancients, and

therefore the critic hath no doubt but his author wrote

—

** Henchman,—a page, pusio: and this word seeming too

hard for the printer, he translated the little urchin into a

hangman, a character no way belonging to him."

But this character was not borrowed from the ancients

;

—it came from the Arcadia of Sir Philip Sidney

:

Millions of yearer this old drivell Cupid lives

;

While still more wretch, more wicked he doth prove :

Till now at length that Jove an office gives,

(At Juno's suite who much did Argus love)

In this our world a hangman for to be

Of all those fooles that will have all they see.

B. II. c. 14.

I know it may be objected, on the authority of such

biographers as Theophilus Cibber, and the writer of the

Life of Sir Philip, prefixed to the modern editions, that

the Arcadia was not published before l6l3, and conse-

quently too late for this imitation : but I have a copy in

my own possession, printed for W. Ponsonbie, 159O, 4to.

which hath escaped the notice of the industrious Ames,

and the rest of our typographical antiquaries.

Thus likewise every word of antiquity is to be cut down

to the classical standard.

In a note on the Prologue to Troilus and Cressida,

(which, by the way, is not met with in the quarto,)

Mr. Theobald informs us, that the very names of the

gates of Troy have been barbarously demolished by the

editors : and a deal of learned dust he makes in setting them

right again; much however to Mr. Heath's satisfaction.
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Indeed the learning is modestly withdrawn from the later

editions, and we are quietly instructed to read,

Dardan, and Thymbria, Ilia, Scsa, Troian,

And Antenorides.

But had he looked into the Troy hoke of Lydgate, instead

of puzzling himself with Dares Phrygius, he would have

found the horrid demolition to have been neither the work

of Shakespeare nor his editors

:

Therto his cyte | compassed enuyrowne

Hadde gates VI to entre into the towne:

The first of all | and strengest eke with al>,

Largest also | and moste pryncypall,

Of myghty byldyng | alone pereless,

Was by the kynge called | Dardanydes ;

And in storye | lyke as it is founde,

Tymbria | was named the seconde

;

And the thyrde | called Helyas,

The fourthe gate | hyghte also Cetheas j

The fyfthe Trojana, | the syxth Anthonydes,

Stronge and myghty | both in werre and pes.

Lond. empr, by R. Pynson, 151S, fol. B. II. ch. xi.

Our excellent friend, Mr. Hurd, hath borne a noble

testimony on our side of the question. ** Shakespeare,"

says this true critic, " owed the felicity of freedom from

the bondage of classical superstition, to the want of what

is called the advantage of a learned education.
—

^This, as

well as a vast superiority of genius, hath contributed to

lift this astonishing man to the glory of being esteemed

the most original thinker and speaker, since the times of

Homer." And hence, indisputably the amazing variety

of style and manner, unknown to all other writers: an
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argument of itself sufficient to emancipate Shakespeare

from the supposition of a classical trainiyig. Yet, to be

honest, one imitation is fastened on our poet; which

hath been insisted upon Hkewise by Mr. Upton and

Mr. Whalley. You remember it in the famous speech

of Claudio in Measurefor Measure:

Ay, but to die and go we know not where ! &c.

Most certainly the ideas of " a spirit bathing in fiery

floods," of residing ** in thillUng regions of thick-ribbed

ice," or of being ** imprisoned in the viewless winds,"

are not original in our author; but I am not sure that

they came from the Platonic hell of Virgil. The monks

rdso had their hot and their cold hell: ** The fyrste is

fyre that ever brennelh, and never gv^eth lighte," says

an old homily :—** The seconde is passyng colde, that

yf a grete hylle of fyre were casten therein, it sholde

tome to yce." One of their legends, well remembered

in the time of Shakespeare, gives us a dialogue between

a bishop and a soul tormented in a piece of ice, which

was brought to cure a grete Irenning heate in his foot

:

take care you do not interpret this the goutt for I remem-

ber M. Menage quotes a canon upon us

:

Si quis dixerit episcopum podagra 'aborare, anathema sit.

Another teLs us of the soul of a monk fastened to a

rock, which the winds were to blow about for a twelve-

month, and purge of its enormities. Indeed this doctrine

was before now introduced into poetic fiction, as you

may see in a poem, *' where the lover declareth his pains

to exceed far the pains of hell," among the many mis-
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cellaneous ones subjoined to the works of Surre3\ Nay,

a very learned and inquisitive Brother-Antiquary, our

Greek Professor, hath observed to me on the authority

of Blefkeuius, that this was the ancient opinion of the

inhabitants of Iceland ; who were certainly very little read

either in the poet or the philosopher.

After all, Shakespeare's curiosity might lead him to

translations. Gawin Douglas really changes the Platonic

hell into the *' punytion of saulis in purgatory." and it

is observable, that when the Ghost informs Hamlet of his

doom there.

Till the foul crimes done in his days of nature

Are burnt andpurgUl away—

the expression is very similar to the bishop's : I will give

you his version as concisely as I can; " It is a nedeful

thyng to suffer panis and torment—sum in the wyndis,

sum under the watter, and in the fire uthir sum :—thus

the mony vices

—

Contrakkit in the corpis be done away

Andpurgit
Sizte Booke of Eneados, fol. p. 191.

It seems, however, " that Shakespeare himself in the

Tempest hath translated some expressions of Virgil: wit-

ness the O dea certe." I presume, we are here directed

to the passage, where Ferdinand says of Miranda, after

hearing the songs of Ariel,

Most sure, the goddess

On whom these airs attend.

and so very small Latin is sufficient for this formidabU
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translation, that if it be thought any honour to our poet,

I am loath to deprive him of itj but his honour is not

built on such a sandy foundation. Let us turn to a real

translator, and examine whether the idea might not be

fully comprehended by an English reader j supposing it

necessarily borrowed from Virgil. Hexameters in our

own language are almost forgotten j we will quote there-

fore this time from Stanyhurst:

O to thee, fayre virgin, what terme may rightly be fitted ?

Thy tongue, thy visage no mortal frayltie resembleth.

.... No doubt, a godesse

!

Edit. 1 583

Gabriel Harvey desired only to be ** epitaph'd, the

inventor of the English hexametery" and for a while

every one would be halting on Roman feet, but the

ridicule of our fellow-collegian Hall, in one of his Satires,

and the reasoning of Daniel, in his Defence of Rhyme

against Campion, presently reduced us to our original

Gothic.

But to come nearer the purpose, what will you say, if

I can show you, that Shakespeare, when, in the favourite

phrase, he had a Latin poet in his eye, most assuredly

made use of a translation ?

Prospero, in the Ttrnpest, begins the address io his

attendant spirits^

Ye elves of liills, of standi ng^lakes, and groves.

This speech. Dr. Warburton rightly observes to be

borrowed from Medea in Ovid : and " it proves," says

Mr. Holt, " beyond contradiction, that Shakespeare was

perfectly acquainted with the sentiments of the ancients
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on the subject of inchantments." The original lines are

these

:

Aursecue, et venti, montesque, amnesque, lacusque,

Diique omnes nemorum, diique omnes noctis, adeste.

It happens, however, that the translation by Arthm
Golding is by no means literal, and Shakespeare .hath

closely followed it.

Ye ayres and winds
; ye elves of hills, of brookes, of woods alone.

Of standing lakes, and of the night approche ye everych one.

I think it is unnecessary to pursue this any further;

especially as more powerful arguments await us.

In The Merchant of Fenice, the Jew, as an apology for

his cruelty to Antonio, rehearses many sympathies and

antipathies for which no reason can he rendered:

Some love not a gaping pig

—

And others when the bagpipe sings i'th' nose,

Cannot contain their urine for affection.

This incident Dr. Warburton supposes to be taken

from a passage in Scaliger's Exercitations against Cardan .

** Narrabo tibijocosam sympathiam ReguH Vasconis equitis :

is dum viveret audito phormingis sono, urinam illico facere

cogebatur."—** And," proceeds the Doctor, " to make this

jocular story still more ridiculous, Shakespeare, I suppose,

translated phorminx by lagpipes.""

Here we seem fairly caught;—for Scaliger's work was

never, as the term goes, done into En^ Ush. But luckily,

in an old translation from the French of Peter le Loier,

entitled, A Treatise of Specters, or straunge Sights, VU
sions, and Apparitions appearing sensibly unto Men, we
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have this identical story from Scaliger: and what is still

more, a marginal note gives us in all probability the very

fact alluded to, as well as the word of Shakespeare:

** Another gentleman of this quality lined of late in

Deuon neere Excester, who could not endure the play-

ing on a lagpipeJ"

We may just add, as some observation hath been made

upon it, that affection in the sense of sympathy was for-

merly technical', and so used by Lord Bacon, Sir Kenelm

Digby, and many other writers.

A single word in Queen Catherine's character -v

Wolsey, in Henry VIII. is brought by the Doctor

another argument for the learning of Shakespeare

;

He was a man

Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking

Himself with princes; one that by suggestion

Ty'd all the kingdom. Simony was fair play.

His own opinion was his law : i'th' presence

He would say untruths, and be ever double

Both in his words and meaning. He was never.

But where he meant to ruin, pitiful.

His promises were, as he then was, mighty

;

But his performance, as he now is, nothing.

Of his own body he was ill, and gave

The clergy ill example.

" The word suggestion,'' says the critic, " is here ^^'"^

with great propriety, and seeming knowledge of h<^

Latin tongue:" and he proceeds to settle the sense of it

from the late Roman writers and their glossers. But

Shakespeare's knowledge was from Holinshed, whom he

follows verbatim:
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' *' This cardinal was of a great stomach, for he compted

himself equal with princes, and by craftie suggestion got

into his hands innumerable treasure: he forced little

on simonie, and was not pitifull, and stood affectionate in

his own opinion : in open presence he would lie and seie

untruth, and was double both in speech and meaning:

he would promise much and performe little: he waz

vicious of his bodie, and gaue the clergie evil example."

Edit. 1587, p. 922.

Perhaps, after this quotation, you may not think that

Sir Thomas Hanraer, who reads Tyth'd—instead of— Tyd

all the kingdom, deserves quite so much of Dr. Warburton's

severity.—Indisputably the passage, like e\ery other in the

speech, is intended to express the meaning of the parallel

one in the chronicle : it cannot therefore be credited, that

any man, when the original was produced, should still

choose to defend a cant acceptation; and inform us,

perhaps, seriously, that in gaming language, from I know

not what practice, to tye is to equal! A sense of the

word, as far as I have yet found, unknown to our old

writers -, and, if known, would not surely have been used

in this place by our author.

But let us turn from conjecture to Shakespeare's autho-

rities. Hall, from whom the above description is copied

by Holinshed, is very explicit in the demands of the

Cardinal: who having insolently told the Lord Mayor

and Aldermen, " For sothe I thinke, that halfe your

substaunce were to litle," assures them by way of comfort

at the end of his harangue, that upon an average the iythe

should be sufficient; " Sers, speake not to breake that
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thyng that is concluded, for some snal not pale the tenth

parte, and some more."—And again ;
'* Thei saied, the

Cardinall by visitacions, makyng of abbottes, probates of

testamentes, graunting of faculties, licences, and other

pollyngs in his courtes legantines, had made his threusore

egall tcith the hinges" Edit. 1548, p. 138, and 143.

Skelton, in his Why come ye not to Court, gives us, after

\\\z rambling manner, a curious character of Wolsey

:

By and by

He will drynke us so dry

.And sucke us so nye

That men shall scantly

Haue penny or halpennye

God saue hys noble grace

And graunt him a place

Endlesse to dwel

Witli the deuill of hel

For and he were there

Wc need neuer feare

Of the feendes blacke

For I undertake

He wold so brag and crake

That he wold than make

The deuils to quake

To shudder and to shake

Lyke a fier drake

And with a cole rake

Bruse them on a brake

And binde them to a stake

And set hel on fyre

At his own desire

He is such a grym syre 1 Edit. 1568.

Mr. Upton and some other critics have thought it very^

^holar'like in Hamlet to swear the Centinels on a sword:
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but this is for ever met with. For instance, in the Passus

Primus of Pierce Plowman

:

Daaid in his daies dubbed knightes,

And did hem swere on her sword to serue truth euer.

And in Hieronymot the common butt of our author, and

the wits of the time, says Lorenzo to Pedringano,

Swear on this cross, that what thou sayst is true

—

But if I prove thee perjured and unjust.

This veiy sword, whereon tliou took'st thine oath,

Shall be the worker of thy tragedy

!

We have therefore no occasion to go with Mr. Garrick as

far as the French of Biantome to ilhistrate this ceremony:

3i gentleman, who will be always allowed the Jirst com-

mentator on Shakespeare, when he does not carry us

beyond himself.

Mr. Upton, however, in the next place, produces a

passage from Henry VI. whence he argues it to be very

plain, that our author had not only read Cicero s Offices,

but even more critically than many of the editors

:

This villain here.

Being captain of apinrwce, threatens more

Than Bargulus, the strong Illyrian pirate.

So the wight, he observes with great exultation, is named

by Cicero in the editions of Shakespeare's time, ** Bargulus

lUyrius latro;" though the modem editors have chosen to

call him Bardylis :—" and thus I found it in two MSS."

—

And thus he might have found it in two translations,

before Shakespeare was born. Robert Whytinton, \533,

calls him, " Bargulus a pirate upon the see of lUiry;*"
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and Nicholas Grimald, about twenty years afterwaid,

*' Bargulus the Illyrian robber."

But it had been easy to have checked Mr. Upton's

exuhation, by observing, that Bargulus does not appear

in the quarto.—Which also is the case with some frag-

ments of Latin verses, in the different parts of this douht-

Jul performance.

It is scarcely worth mentioning, that two or three more

Latin passages, which are met with in our author, are

immediately transcribed from the story or chronicle before

him. Thus, in Henry V. whose right to the kingdom

of France is copiously demonstrated by the Archbishop.

There is no bar

To make against your highness' claim to France,

But this which they produce from Pharamond:

In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant;

No woman shall succeed in Salike land:

Which Salike land the French unjustly gloze

To be the realm of France, and Pharamond

The founder of this law and female bar.

Yet their own authors faithfully affirm,

* That the land Salike lies in Germany,

Between the floods of Sala and of Elve, inc.

Archbishop Chichelie, says Holinshed, ** did much in-

ueie against the surmised and false fained law Salike,

which the Frenchmen alledge euer against the kings of

England in barre of their just title to the crowne of

France. The very words of that supposed law are these,

In terram Salicam mulieres ne succedant, that is to saie.

Into the Salike land let not women succeed; which the

French glossers expound to be the realm of France, and
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that this law was made by king Pharamond : whereas yet

their owne authors affirme, that the land Salike is in

Germanie, betweene the rivers of Elbe and Sala/' &c.

p. 545.

It hath lately been repeated from Mr. Guthrie's Essou

upon English Tragedy, that the portrait of Macbeth's wife

is copied from Buchanan, *' whose spirit, as well as words,

is translated into the play of Shakespeare : and it had sig-

nified nothing to have pored only on Holinshed (orfacts."

** Animus etiam, per se ferox, prope quotidianis

conviciis uxoris (quae omnium consiliorum ei erat con-

scia) stimulabatur."—This is the whole, that Buchanan

says of the lady; and truly I see no more spirit in the

Scotch, than in the English chronicler. ** The wordes

of the three weird sisters also greatly encouraged him,

[to the murder of Duncan] but specially his wife lay

sore upon him to attempt the thing, as she that was very

ambitious, brenning in unquenchable desire to beare the

name of a queene. Edit. 1577, p. 244.

This part of Holinshed is an abridgment of Johne

Bellenden's translation of the noble clerk. Hector Boece,

imprinted at Edinburgh, in fol. 1541. I will give the

passage as it is found there. ** His wyfe impacient of lang

tary (a5 all ivemen are) specially quhare they ar desirus

of ony purpos, gaif hym gret artation to pursew the thrid

weird, that sche micht be ane qu^ne, calland hym oft

tymis febyl cowart and nocht desyrus of honouris, sen he

durst not assailze the thing with manheid and curage,

quhilk is offerit to hym be beniuolence of fortoun. How-

beit sindry otheris hes assailziet sic thinges afore with
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maist terribyl jeopardyis, quhen they had not sic sicker-

ness to succeid in the end of thair lauboris as he had."

P. 173.

But we can demonstratey that Shakespeare had not the

story from Buchanan. According to hirriy the weird

sisters sakite Macbeth, " Una Angusise Thamum, aUera

Moraviae, tertia regcm" ^Thane of Angus, and of

Murray, &c. but according to Holinshed, immediately

from Bellenden, as it stands in Shakespeare: "The first

of them spake and sayde, All hayle Makbeth, thane of

Gnammis,—the second of them sayde, Hayle Makbeth,

thane of Cawder; but the third sayde. All hayle Makbeth,

that hereafter shall be king of Scotland" P. 243.

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth! Hail to thee, thare of Glamis !

2 Wilch. All hail, Macbeth ! Hail to thee, thane of Cawdor !

3 IVitch. All hail, Macbeth! that shall be /cino- hereafter

!

Here too our poet found the equivocal predictions, on

which his hero so fatally depended. ** He had learned

of certain wysards, how that he ought to take heede of

Macduffe; and surely hereupon had he put Macdiiffe

to death, but a certaine witch whom he had in great

trust, had tolde, that he should neuer be slain with man

horn of any woman, nor vanquished till the wood of Ber-

nane came to the castell of Dunsinane." P. 244. And
the scene between Malcolm and Macduff in the fourth

act is almost literally taken from the Chronicle.

Macbeth was certainly one of Shakespeare's latest pro-

ductions, and it might possibly have been suggested to

him by a little performance on the same subject at

Oxford, before king James, l605. I will transcribe
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my notice of it from Wake's Rex Platonicus: *' Fabulae

ansam dedit antiqua de Regia prosapi^ hlstoriola apud

Scoto-Britannos celebrata, quae narrat tres olim Sibyllas

occurrisse duobus Scotiae proceribus, Macbetho et Ban-

choni, et ilium praedixisse Regem futurum, sed Regem

nullum geniturum; hunc Regem non futurum, sed Reges

geniturum multos. Vaticinii veritatem rerum eventus

comprobavit. Banchonis enim e stirpe potentissimus

Jacobus oriundus." P. 29.

^•A stronger argument hath been brought from the plot

of Hamlet. Dr. Grey and Mr. Whalley assure us, that

for this, Shakespeare must have read Saxo Grammaticus in

Latin, for no translation hath been made into any modern

language. But the truth is, he did not take it from Saxo

at all ; a novel called The Historie of Hamhlei, was his

original : a fragment of which, in Hack letter, I have

been favoured with by a very curious and intelligent gen-

tleman, to whom the lovers of Shakespeare will some time

or other owe great obligations.

It hath indeed been said, that *^ if sicch an history exists^

it is almost impossible that any poet unacquainted with the

Latin language (supposing his perceptive faculties to have

been ever so acute,) could have caught the characteristical

madness of Hamlet, described by Saxo Grammaticus, so

happily as it is delineated by Shakespeare."

Very luckily, our fragment gives us a part of Hamlet's

speech to his mother, which sufficiently replies to this

observation:—** It was not without cause, and juste occa-

sion, that my gestures, countenances and words seeme to

proceed from a madman, and that I desire to haue all men

VOL. I. K.
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esteeme mee wholly depriued of sence and reasonable un-

derstanding, bycause I am well assured, that he that hath

made no conscience to kill his owne brother, (accustomed

to murthers, and allured with desire of gouernement with-

out controll in his treasons,) will not spare to saue him-

selfe with the like crueltie, in the blood and flesh of the

loyns of his brother, by him massacred: and therefore it

is better for me to fayne madnesse then to use my right

sences as nature hath bestowed them upon me. The

bright shining clearness thereof I am forced to hide vnder

this shadow of dissimulation, as the sun doth her beams

vnder some great cloud, when the wether in summer

time ouercasteth : the face of a mad man, serueth to couer

my gallant countenance, and the gestures of a fool are fit

for me, to the end that guiding myself wisely therin

I may preserue my life for the Danes and the memory of

my late deceased father, for that the desire of reuenging

his death is so ingrauen in my heart, that if I dye not

shortly, I hope to take such and so great vengeance, that

these countryes shall for euer speake thereof. Neuerthe-

less I must stay the time, meanes, and occasion, lest by

making ouer great hast, I be now the cause of mine own

sodaine ruine and ouerthrow, and by that meanes, end,

before I beginne to effect my hearts desire : hee that hath

to doe with a wicked, disloyall, cruell, and discourteous

man, must vse craft, and politike inuentions, such as

fine witte can best imagine, not to discouer his interprise-

for seeing that by force I cannot effect my desire, reason

alloweth me by dissimulation, subiiltie, and secret prac-

tises to proceed therein."
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But to put the matter out of all question, my commu-

nicative friend above mentioned, Mr. Capell, (for why
should I not give myself the credit of his name?) hath

been fortunate enough to procure from the collection of

the duke of Newcastle, a complete copy of the Hystorie

of Ilamhlet, which proves to be a translation from the

French of Belleforest; and he tells me, that "all the

chief incidents of the play, and all the capital characters

are there in embryo, after a rude and barbarous manner:

sentiments indeed there are none, that Shakespeare could

borrow; nor any expression^; but one, which is, where

Hamlet kills Polonius behind the arras: in doing which

he is made to cry out as in the play, '^ a rai, a rat T—
So much for Saxu Gramm aliens !

It is scarcely conceivable, how industriously the puri-

tanical zeal of the last age exerted itself in destroying,

amongst better things, the innocent amusements of the

former. Numberless Tales and Poems are alluded to in

old books, which are now perhaps no where to be found.

Mr. Capell informs me, (and he is, in these matters, the

most able of all men to give information,) that our author

appears to have been beholden to some novels, which

he hath yet only seen in French or Italian : but he adds,

*' to say they are not in some English dress, prosaic or

metrical, and perhaps with circumstances nearer to his

stories, is what I will not take upon me to do: nor

indeed is what I believe; but rather the contrary, and

that time and accident will bring some of them to light,

if not all."—

W. Painter, at the conclusion of the second Tome of hi*
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Palace of Pleasure, 1567, advertises the reader, " bicause

sodaynly (contrary to expectation) this volume is risen to

a greater heape of leaues, I doe omit for this present time

sundry nouels of mery demise, reseruing the same to be

joyned with ihe rest of another part, wherein shall suc-

ceede the remnant of Bandello, specially sutch (suffrable)

as the learned French man Francois de Belleforest hath

selected, and the choysest done in the Italian. Some also

out of Erizzo, Ser Giouanni Florentino Parahosco, Cyrt'

thio, Straparole, Sansouino, and the best liked out of the

Queene of Nauarre, and other authors. Take these in

good part, with those that haue and shall come forth."

—

But I am not able to find that a i/iird Tome was e\er pub-

lished: and it is very probable, that the interest of his

booksellers, and more especially the prevailing mode of

the time, might lead him afterward to print his sundry

novels separately. If this were the case, it is no wonder,

th::^ such fugitive pieces are recovered with difficulty j

when the two Tomes, which Tom Rawlinson would have

called justa volumina, are almost annihilated. Mr. Ames,

who searched after books of this sort with the utmost

avidity, most certainly had not seen them, when he pub-

lished his Typographical Antiquities; as appears from

his blunders about them : and possibly I myself might

have remained in the same predicament, had I not been

favoured with a copy by my generous friend Mr. Lort.

Mr. Colman, in the Preface to his elegant translation

of Terence, hath offered some arguments for the learning

of Shakespeare, which have been retailed with much con-

fidence, since ihe appearance of Mr. Johnson's editiorv.
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** Besides the resemblance of particular passages scat-

tered up and down in different plays, it is well known,

that the Comedy of Errors is in great measure founded on

the MencBchmi of Plautns ; but I do not recollect ever to

have seen it observed, that the disguise of the Pedant \\\

The Taming of the Shrew, and his assuming the name and

character of Fincentio, seem to be evidently taken from

the disguise of the Sycophanta in the Trinummus of the

said author; and there Is a quotation from the Eunuch of

Terence also, so familiarly introduced Into the dialogue of

The Taming of the Shrew, that I think it puts the ques-

tion of Shakespeare's having read the Roman comic poets

in the original language out of all doubt,

*• Redime te captum, quam queas, minimo."

With respect to resemblances, I shall not trouble you

any further.—That the Comedy of Errors is founded on

the MencBchmi, it is notorious: nor is it less so, that a

transktion of it by W.W. perhaps William Warner, the

author of Alhion^s England, was extant in the time of

Shakespeare; though Mr. Upton, and some other advo-

cates for his learning, have cautiously dropt the mention

of it. Besides this, (if Indeed it were different,) in the

Gesta Grayorum, the Christmas Revels of the Gray's Inn

Gentlemen, 15g4, ** a Comedy of Errors like to Plautus

his Mencechmus was played by the Players." And the

same hath been suspected to be the subject of the goodlie

Comedie of Plautus, acted at Greenwich before the

King and Queene in 1520; as we learn from Kail and

Holinshed :—Riccoboni highly compliments the English on
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opening their stage so well ; but unfortunately Cavendish,

in his Life of Wolsey, calls it, an excellent Interlude in

Latme. About the same time it was exhibited in German

at Nuremburgh, by the celebrated Hanssach, the shoe-

maker.

*' But a character in The Taming of the Shrew is bor-

rowed from the Trirmmmust and no translation of that

was extant."

Mr. Colman indeed hath been better employed: but

if he had met with an old comedy, called Supposes,

translated from Ariosto by George Gascoigne, he cer-

tainly would not have appealed to Plautus. Thence

Shakespeare borrowed this part of the plot, (as well as

some of the phraseology,) though Theobald pronounces

it his own invention : there likewise he found the quaint

name of Petruchio. My young master and his man

exchange habits and characters, and persuade a Scenaese,

as he is called, to personate the father, exactly as in the

Taming of the Shreiv, by the pretended danger of his

coming from Sienna to Ferrara contrary to the crder of

the government.

Still, Shakespeare quotes a line from the Eunuch of

Terence: by memory too, and what is more, " purposely

alters it, in order to bring the sense within the compass of

one line." ^This remark was previous to Mr. Johnson's;

or indisputably it would noft have been made at all.

*' Our author had this line from Lilly; which I men-

tion that it may not be brought as an argument of his

learning."

^' But how," cries an unprovoked antagonist, *' can
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you take upon you to say, that he had it from Lilly, and

fiot from Terence?" I will answer for Mr. Johnson,

who is above answering for himself—Because it is quoted,

as it appears in the grammarian, and not as it appears in

the poet.—And thus we have done with the purposed

alteration. Udall, likewise, in his Floures for Latin

speaking, gathered out of Terence, 1560, reduces th«

passage to a single line, and subjoins a translation.

We have hitherto supposed Shakespeare the author of

the Taming of the Shrew, but his property in it is ex-

tremely disputable. I will give you my opinion, and

the reasons on which it is founded. I suppose then the

present play not originally the work of Shakespeare, but

restored by him to the stage, with the whole Induction

of the Tinker, and some other occasional improvements;

especially in the character of Petruchio. It is very

obvious, that the induction and the play were either the

works of different hands, or written at a great interval

of time ; the former Is in our author's best manner, and

the greater part of the latter In his worst, or even below

it. Dr. Warburton declares it to be certainly spurious:

and without doubt, supposing it to have been written by

Shakespeare, It must have been one of his earliest pro-

ductions
;
yet it is not mentioned in the list of his works

by Meres In 1598.

I have met with a facetious piece of Sir John Harington,

printed in 1596, (and possibly there may be an earlier

edition,)" called The Metamorphosis of Ajax, where I sus-

pect an allusion to the old play: '* Reade the looke of

Taming a Shrew, which hath made a number of us so
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perfect, that now every one can rule a shrew in our coun-

trey, save he that hath hir."—I am aware, a modern

linguist may object^ that the word hook does not at pre-

sent seem dramatic, but it was once almost technically

so: Gosson, in his Schoole of Aluse, " contayning a

pleasaunt in uective against Poets, Pipers, Players, Jesters,

and such like Caterpillars of a common-wealth," 1579,

mentions '* twoo prose hookes plaied at the Belsauage;"

and Hearne tells us in a note at the end of JViUiam of

Worcester, that he had seen '* a MS. in the nature of a

play or interlude, intitled The Booke of Sir Thomas

Moore."

And in fact, there is such an old anonymous play in

Mr. Pope's list. ** A pleasant conceited History, called

The Taming of a Shrew—sundry times acted by the Eari

of Pembroke his Servants." Which seems to have been

republished by the remains of that company in 1607,

when Shakespeare's copy appeared at the Black-Friars

or the Globe.—Nor let this seem derogatory from the

character of our poet. There is no reason to believe, that

he wanted to claim the play as his own ; it was not even

printed till some years after his death: but he merely

revived it on his stage as a manager.—Ravenscroft assures

us, that this was really the case with Titus Andronicus-,

which, it may be observed, hath not Shakespeare's name

on the title-page of the only edition published in his life-

time. Indeed, from every internal mark, I have not

the least doubt but this horrible piece was originally

written by the author of the lines thrown into the mouth
of the player in Hamlet, and of the tragedy of Locrine:
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which likewise, from some assistance perhaps given to his

friend, hath been unjustly and ignorantly charged upon

Shakespeare.

But the sheet-anchor holds fast: Shakespeare nimself

hath left some translations from Ovid. ** The Epistles,"

says one, ** of Paris and Helen, give a sufficient proof

of his acquaintance with ifiat poet:" ** And it n?ay be

concluded," says another, *' that he was a competent

judge oi other authors, who wrote in the same language."

This hath been the universal cry, from Mr Pope him-

self to the critics of yesterday. Possibly, however, the

gentlemen will hesitate a moment, if we tell them, that

Shakespeare was not the author of these translations. Let

them turn to a forgotten book, by Thomas Heywood,

called Britaines Troy, printed by W. Jaggard in 16O9, fol.

and they will find these identical Epistles, ** which being

so pertinent to our historie," says Heywood, ** / thought

necessarie to translate."-—How then c^me they ascribed

to Shakespeare? We will tell them that likewise. The

same voluminous writer published an Apology for Actorsy

4to. 1612, and in an Appendix, directed to his new printer,

Nic. Okes, he accuses his ok! one, Jaggard, of ** taking

the two Epistles of Paris to Helen and Helen to Paris,

and printing them in a less volume, and under the name

of another:—but he vvas much offended with Master

Jaggard, that altogether unknowne to him, he had pre-

sumed to make so bold with his name." In the same

work of He3rwood are all the other translations, which

have been printed in the modern editions of the poems of

Shjikespeare.
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You now hope for land: We have seen through little

matters, but what must be done with a whole book?

—

In 1751, was reprinted, " A compendious or briefe

Examination of certayne ordinary Complaints of diuers

of our Countrymen in these our Days: which although

they are in some Parte unjust and friuolous, yet are they

all by way of Dialogue throughly debated and discussed

by William Shakespeare, Gentleman." 8vo.

This extraordinary piece was originally published in

4to. 1581, and dedicated by the author, *^ To the most

vertuous and learned lady, his most deare and soveraigne

princesse, Elizabeth; being inforced by her Majesties late

and singular clemency in pardoning certayne his undueti-

full misdemeanour." And by the modern editors, to the

late King ; as *' a treatise composed by the most extensive

and fertile genius, that ever any age or nation produced."

Here we join issue with the writers of that excellent,

though very unequal work, the Biographia Britannica:

** If," say they, ** this piece could be written by our

poet, it would be absolutely decisive in the dispute about

his learning ; for many quotations appear in it from the

Greek and Latin classics."

The concurring circumstances of the name, and the

misdemeanour, which is supposed to be the old story of

deer-stealing, seem fairly to challenge our poet for the

author: but they hesitate.—His claim may appear to be

confuted by the date 1581, when Shakespeare was only

seventeen, and the long experience, which the writer talks

of.—But I will not keep you in suspense : the book was

noi written by Shakespeare.
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Strype, in his Annals, calls the author some learned

man, and this gave me the first suspicion. I knew very

well, that honest John (to use the language of Sir

Thomas Bodley) did not waste his time with such lag-

gage hooks as plays and poems ;
yet I must suppose, that

he had heard of the name of Shakespeare. After a while

I met with the origmal edition. Here in the title-page,

and at the end of the dedication, appear only the initials,

W. S. Gent, and presently I was informed by Anthony

Wood, that the book in question was written, not by

William Shakespeare, but by William Stafford, Gentle-

man : which at once accounted for the misdemeanour in

the dedication. For Stafford had been concerned at that

time, and was indeed afterward, as Camden and the

other annalists inform us, with some of the conspirators

against Elizabeth j which he properly calls his unduetifull

behaviour.

I hope by this time, that any one open to conviction

may be nearly satisfied ; and 1 will promise to give you

on this head very little more trouble.

The justly celebrated Mr. Warton hath favoured us,

in his Life of Dr. Bathiirsi, with some hearsay par-

ticulars concerning Shakespeare from the papers of

Aubrey, which liad been in the hands of Wood; and

I ought not to suppress them, as the last seems to make

against my doctrine. They came originally, I find, on

consulting the MS. from one Mr. Beeston: and I am
sure Mr. Warton, whom I have the honour to call my
friend, and an associate in the question, will be in no pain

about their credit
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** William Shakespeare's fiilher was a butcher,—while

he was a boy he exercised his fatiier's trade, but when he

killed a calf, he would do it in a high sule, and make a

speech. This William being inclined naturally to poetry

and acting, came to London, I guess, about eighteen,

and was an actor in one of the playhouses, and did act

exceedingly tvell. He began early to make essays in

dramatique poetry.—The humour of the Constable In

the Midsummer Night's Dream he happened to take at

Crendon in Bucks.—I think, I have been told, that he

left near three hundred pounds to a sister.—He under-

stood Latin pretty well, for he had been in his younger

yeares a schoolmaster in the country."

I will be short in my animadversions ; and take them in

their order.

The account of the trade of the family is not only con-

trary to all other tradition, but, as it may seem, to the

instrument from the Herald's Office, so frequently re-

printed. Shakespeare most certainly went to London,

and commenced actor through net-essity, not natural

inclination.—Nor have we any reason to suppose, that

he did act exceedingly well. Rowe tells us, from the in-

formation of Betterton, who was inquisitive into this

point, and had very early opportunities of enquiry from

Sir W. D'Avenant, that he was no extraordinary actor
j

and that the top of his performance was the Ghost in his

own Hamlet. Yet this chef d'ceuvre did not please : I will

give you an original stroke at it.
* Dr. Lodge, who was

for ever pestering the town with pamphlets, published in

the year 1596, fFits Miserie, and the Worlds Madnesse,
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discovering the Devils incarjiai of this Age, 4to. One of

these devils is Haie-virtue, or Sorrow for another matins

good siiccessc, who, sa}^ the Doctor, is ** afouls lubber,

and looks as pale as the visard of the Ghost, which cried

90 miserably at the theatre, like an oister-wife, Hamlet

rjvenge.'' Thus you see Mr. Holt's supposed proof, in

the Appendix to the late edition, that Hamlet was written

after I697, or perhaps l602, will by no means held good;

whatever might be the case of the particular passage on

which it is founded.

Nor does it appear, that Shakespeare did begin early

to make essays in dramatic poetry : The Arraignment of

Paris, 1584, which hath so often been ascribed to him

on the credit of Kirkman and Winstanley, was written

by George Peele; and Shakespeare is not met with,

even as an assistant, till at least seven years afterward.

—

Nash, in his Epistle to the Gentlemen Students of both

Universities, prefixed to Green's Arcadia, 4to. black

letter, recommends his friend, Peele, ** as the chiefe

supporter of pleasance now living, the Atlas of poetrie,

and primus verborum artifex: whose first increase. The

Arraignment of Paris, might plead to their opinions his

pregnant dexteritie of wit, and manifold varietie of inuen-

tiou."

In the next place, unfortunately, there is neither such

a chsttacter as a Constable in the Midsummer Night's

Dream: nor was tine three hundred pounds legacy to a

sister, but a daughter.

And to close the whole, it is not possible, according

to Aubrey himself, tUat Shakespeare could have been
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some years a schoolmaster in the country : on which cir-

cumstance only the supposition of his learning is pro-

fessedly founded. He was not surely very young, when

he was employed to kill calves, and commenced player

about eighteen!—The truth is, that he left his father, for

a wife, a year sooner; and had at least two children born

at Stratford before he retired from thence to London.

It is therefore sufficiently clear, that poor Anthony had

too much reason for his character of Aubrey. You will

find it in his own account of his life, published by

Hearne, which I would earnestly recommend to any hy-

pochondriac :

*' A pretender to antiquities, roving, magotie-headed,

and sometimes little better than erased; and being ex-

ceedingly credulous, would stuff his many letters sent to

A. W. Wwhfolliries and misinformations." P. 577.

Thus much for the learning of Shakespeare with

respect to the ancient languages: indulge me with an

observation or two on the supposed knowledge of the

modern ones, and I will promise to release you.

** It is evident" we have been told, ** that he was not

unacquainted with the Italian:" but let us inquire into-

the evidence.

Certainly some Italian words and phrases appear in the

works of Shakespeare; yet if we had nothing else to

observe, their orthography might lead us to suspect them

to be not of the writer's importation. But we can go

further, and prove this.

When Pistol " cheers up himself with ends of verse,**

he is only a copy of Hanniball Gonsaga, who ranted on
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yielding himself a prisoner to an English captain in the

Low Countries, as you may read in an old collection of

tales, called IFiis, Fits, and Fancies,

Si fortuna me tormenta,

II speranza me ccntenta.

And Sir Richard Hawkins, in his Voyage to the South

Sea, I693, throws out the same jingling distich on the

loss of his pinnace.

•' Master Page, sit; good Master Page, sit; Proface.

What you want in meat, we'll have in drink," says Jus-

tice Shallow's Jac totum, Davy, in the Second Part of

Henry IF.

Proface, Sir Thomas Hanmer observes to be Italian,

from profaccia, much good may it do you. Mr. Johnson

rather thinks it a mistake for perforce. Sir Thomas how-

ever is right; yet it is no argument for his author's Italian

knowledge.

Old Heywood, the epigrammatist, addressed his readers

long before.

Readers, reade this thus : for preface, proface.

Much good do it you, the poore repast here, &c.

Woorkes, Lend. 4to. 1562. ,

And Dekker in his play. If it he not good, the Deuil is in

it, (which is certainly true, for it is full of devils,) make*

Shackle-soule, in the character of Friar Rush, tempt his

brethren with ** choice of dishes,"

To which proface; with blythe lookes sit yee.

Nor hath it escaped the quibbling manner of the Water-



144 AX ESSAY ON THE

poety in the title of a poem prefixed to his Praise of Hemp*

seed: *' A Preamble, Preatrot, Preagallop, Preapace, or

Preface; and Proface, my Masters, if your Stomacks

serve."

But the editors are not contented without coining

Italian. ** Rivo, says the drunkard,'" is an expression

of the madcap Prince of Wales ; which Sir Thomas

Hanmer corrects to Rihi, drifik atvay, or again, as it

should be rather translated. Dr. Warburton accedes to

this; and Mr. Johnson hath admitted it into his text;

but with an observation, that Bivo might possibly be the

cant of English taverns. And so indeed it was : it occurs

frequently in Marston. Take a quotation from his comedy

of TVhai you ivill, \607 :

Musicke, tobacco, sacke, and sleepe.

The tide of sorrow backward keep:

If thou art sad at others fate,

Rivo, drink deep, give care the mate.

In Love's Lalour Lost, Boyet calls Don Armado,

A Spaniard that keeps here in court,

A phantasme, a TTwnarcho.——

Here too Sir Thomas is willing to palm Italian upon

us. We should read, it seems, mammuccio, a mammet,

or puppet: Ital. Mummuccia. But the allusion is to a

fantastical character of the time.—'• Popular applause,"

says Meres, " dooth nourish some, neither do they gape

after any other thing, but vaine praise and glorie,—as in •

our age Peter Shakerlyfe of Paules, and Monarcho that

liued about the court." P. 178.
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I fancy, you will be satisfied with one more instance.

** Baccare, You are marvellous forward," quoth Gremio

io Petruchio in the Taming of a Slireiv,

** But not so forward," says Mr. Theobald, " as our

editors are indolent. This is a stupid corruption of the

press, that none of them have dived into. We must read

Baccalare, as Mr. Warburton acutely observed to me,

by which the Italians mean. Thou ignorant, presump-

tuous man."—*' Properly, indeed," adds Mr. Heath,

* a graduated scholar, but ironically and sarcastically, a

pretender to scholarship."

This is admitted by the editors and critics of every

denomination. Yet the word is neither wrong nor

Italian: it was an old proverbial one, used frequently

by John Heywood; who hath made, what he pleases to

call, epigrams upon it.

Take two of them, such as they are

:

Backare, quoth Mojtimer to his sow:

Went that sow backe at that biddyng trowe you?

Backare, qiioth Mortimer to his sow : se

Mortimers sow speakth as good latin as he.

Howel takes this from Heywood, in his Old Sawes

and Adages: and Philpot introduces it into the Proverbs

collected by Camden.

We have but few observations concerning Shakespeare's

knowledge of the Spanish tongue. Dr. Grey indeed 14

wilUng to suppose, that the plot of Romeo and Juliet

may be borrowed from a comedy of Lopes de Vega.

But the Spaniard, who was certainly acquainted with

VOL. u L
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Bandello, hath not only changed the catastrophe, buf

the names of the characters. Neither Romeo nor Juliet j

neither Montague nor Capulet, appears in this per-

formance: and how came they to the knowledge of

Shakespeare?—Nothing is more certain, than that he

chiefly followed the translation by Painter, from the

French of Boisteao, and hence arise the deviations from

Bandello's original Italian. It seems, however, from a

passage in Ames's Typographical Antiguities, that Painter

was not the only translator of this popular story : and it

is possible, therefore, that Shakespeare might have other

assistance.

In the Induction to The Taming of the Shrew, the

Tinker attempts to talk Spanish: and consequently- th«

author himself was acquainted with it.

Paucas pallabris, l-et the world slide, sessa.

But this is a burlesque on Hieronymo; the piece of bom-

bast, that I have mentioned to you before

:

What new device have they devised, trovr ?

Pocas pallabras, &c.

Mr. Whalley tells us, " the author of this piece hath

the happiness to be at this time unknown, the remem-

brance of him having perished with himself:" Philips

and otheis ascribe it to one William Smith: but 1 take

this opportunity of informing him, that it was written by

Thomas Kyd; if he will accept the authority of his con-

temporary, Hej'wood.

More hath been said concerning Shakespeare's acquaint-
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ance with the French language. In the play of Henry V.

we have a whole scene in it, and in other places it occurs

familiarly in the dialogue.

We may observe in general, that the early editions have

not half the quantity ; and every sentence, or rather every

word, most ridiculously blundered. These, for several

reasons, could not possibly be published by the author;

and it is extremely probable, that the French ribaldry

was at first inserted by a different hand, as the many ad-

ditions most certainly were after he had left the stage.—

Indeed, every friend to his memory will not easily believe,

that he was acquainted with the scene between Catharine

and the old gentlewoman ; or surely he would not have

admitted such obscenity and nonsense.

Mr. Hawkins, in the Appendix to Mr. Johnson's edition,

hath an ingenious observation to prove that Shakespeare,

supposing the French to be his, had very little knowledge

of tne language.

"Est-il impossible d'eschapper la force de XQX\.lrasV*

says a Frenchman.—" Brass, cur?'Vreplies Pistol.

" Almost any one knows, that the French word Iras is

pronounced hraw, and what resemblance of sound does

this bear to Irass .**"

Mr. Johnson makes a doubt, whether the pronouncia-

tion of the French language may not be changed since

Shakespeare's time; ** if not," says he, " it may be

suspected that some other man wrote the French scenes :'*

but this does not appear to be the case, at least in this

termination, from the rules of the grammarians, or the

practice of the poets. I am certain of the former from
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the French Alphaleth of De la Mothe, and the Orfhoepia

GalUca of John Eliot; and of the latter from the rhymes

of Marot, Ronsard, and Du Barlas.—Connexions of this

kind were very common. Shakespeare himself assisted

Ben Jonson in his Sejanus, as it was originally written;

and Fletcher in his Two Nolle Kinstnen.

But what if the French scene were occasionally in-

troduced into every play on this subject? and perhaps

there were more than one before our poet's.—In Pierce

Penilesse his Supplication to ike Deuill, 4to. 1592, (which,

it seems, from the Epistle to the Printer, was not in the

first edition,) the author, Nash, exclaims, ** What a glo-

rious thing it is to have Henry the Fifth represented on

the stage leading the French King prisoner, and forcing

both him and the Dolphin to swear fealty!"—And it

appears from the Jests of the famous comedian, Tarlton,

4to. 1611, that he had been particularly celebrated in

the part of the Clown, in Henry the Fifth; but no

such character exists in the play of Shakespeare. Henry

the Sixth hath e^•er been doubted; and a passage in the

above-quoted piece of Nash may give us reason to believe

it was previous to our author. *^ Howe would it hauc

joyed braue Talbot (the terror of the French) to thinke

that after he had lyen two hundred yeare in his toomb,

he should triumph again on the stage; and haue his

bones new enbalmed with the teares of ten thousand

spectators at least (at seuerall times) who in the tragedian

that represents his person, imagine they behold hira

fresh bleeding."—I have no doubt but Henry the Sixth

had the same author with Edward tJie Thirds which



LEARNING OF SHAKESPEARE. 149

hath been recovered to the world in Mr. Capell's Pro'

iusio7is.

It hath been observed, that the Giant of Rabelais is

sometimes alluded to by Shakespeare: and in his time

no translation vv^as extant,—But the story was in every

one's hand.

In a letter by one Laneham, or Langham, for the

name is written differently, concerning the entertainment

at Killingwoorth Castle, printed 1575, we have a list of the

vulgar romances of the age: *' King Arthurz book, Huon

of Burdeaus, Friar Rous, Howleglass, and Gargantua."

Meres mentions him as equally hurtful to young minds

with the Four So7is -of Aymoii, and the Seven Champions.

And John Taylor hath him likewise in his catalogue of

authors^ prefixed to Sir Gregory Nonsence.

But to come to a conclusion. I will give you an irre-

fragable argument, that Shakespeare did not understand

tivo very common words in the French and Latin lan-

guages.

According to the articles of agreement between the

conqueror Henry and the king of France, the latter was

to style the former, (in the corrected F'rench of the

modern editions,) ** Nostre tres cider filz Henry roy

d'Angleterre; and in Latin, Praeclarissimus fiUus," &c
*' What," says Dr. Warburton, " is tres chcr in French,

proeclarisshnus in Latin! we should read prcecarissimus."

•—This appears to be exceedingly true; but how came

the blunder? it is a typographical one in Holinshed,

which Shakespeare copied; but must indisputably have

corrected, had he been acquainted with the languages.

—
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<* Our said father, during his life, shall name, call, and

write us in French in this manner:—Nostra tres chier filz,

Henry roy d'Engleterre—and in Latine in this manner,

PrcEclarissimus fiUus noster." Edit. 1587, p- ^74.

To corroborate this instance, let me observe to you,

though it be nothing further to the purpose, that another

error of the same kind hath been the source of a mistake

in an historical passage of our author 3 which hath ridicu-

lously troubled the critics.

Richard the Third harangues his army before the battle

©f Bosworth

:

Remember whom ye are to cope withal,

A sort of vagabonds, of rascals, runaways

—

And who dotli lead them but a paltry fellow

Long kept in Britaine at our motlier's cost,

A milksop, &c.

*' Our mother," Mr. Theobald perceives to be wrong,

and Henry was somewhere secreted on the continent : he

reads therefore, and all the editors after him.

Long kept in Bretagne at his mother's cost.

But give me leave to transcribe a few more lines from

Holinshed, and you will find at once, that Shakespeare

had been there before me :—" Ye see further, how a

companie of traitors, theeves, outlaws and runnagates

be aiders and partakers of his feat and enterprise.—And
to begin with the erle of Richmond captaine of this rebel-

lion, he is a Welsh milksop—brought up by my moothers

meanes and mine, like a captive in a close cage in the

court of Francis duke of Britaine." P. 756.
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Holinshed copies this verhatim from his brother chro-

nicler Hall, edit. 1548, fol. 54 j but his printer hath given

OS by accident the word moother instead of Irother-, aa

it is in the original, and ought to be in Shakespeare.

I hope, my good friend, you have by this time acquitted

our great poet of all piratical depredations on the ancients,

and are ready to receive my conclusion.—He remembered

perhaps enough of his school-hoy learning to put the Hig,

hag, hog, into the mouth of Sir Hugh Evans ; and might

pick up in the writers of the time, or the course of his

conversation, a familiar phrase or two of French or

Italian: but his studies were most demonstratively eon-

fined to nature and his own language.

In the course of this disquisition you have often smiled

at *' all such reading, as was never readj" and possibly

I may have indulged it too far: but it is the reading

necessary for a comment on Shakespeare. Those wha
apply solely to the ancients for this purpose, may with

equal wisdom study the Talmud for an exposition of

Tristram Shandy. Nothing but an intimate acquaint-

ance with the writers of the time, who are frequently of

no other value, can point out his allusions, and ascertain

his phraseology. The reformers of his text are for ever

equally positive, and equally wrong. The cant of the age,

a provincial expression, an obscure proverb, an obsolete

custom, a hint at a person or a fact no longer remem-

bered, hath continually defeated the best of our guessers

:

You must not suppose me to speak at random, when

I assure you, that from some forgotten book or other,

I can demonstrate this to you in many hundred places >
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and I almost wish, that I had not been persuaded into s

different employment.

Though I have as much of the natale solum about me,

as any man whatsoever ; yet, I own, the primrose path is

still more pleasing than the Fosse or the TVatliug-sireei.

Age cannot wither it, nor custom stale

Its infinite variety

And when I am fairly rid of the dust of topographical

antiquity, which hath continued much longer about me

than I expected
;
you may very probably be troubled again

with the ever fruitful subject of Shakespeare and his

Commentators.

Farmer.
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Temfest.] Tke Tempest and The 3Iidsu7nmer Night's

Dreayyi are the noblest efforts of that sublime and amazing

imagination peculiar to Shakespeare, which soars above the

bounds of nature, without forsaking sense ; or, more pro-

perly, carries nature along with him beyond her established

limits. Fletcher seems particularly to have admired these

two plays, and hath wrote two in imitation of them, The Sea

Voyage f and The Faithful Shepherdess. But when he pre-

sumes to break a lance with Shakespeare, and write in emula-

tion of him, as he does in TTie False One, which is the rival

of Antony and Cleopatra, he is not so successful. After him.

Sir John Suckling and Milton catched the brightest fire of

their imagination fiom these two plays ; which shines fan-

tastically indeed in The Goblins, but much^more nobly and

serenely in The Mask at Ludlow Castle. Warburton.

No one has hitherto been lucky enough to discover the

romance on which Shakespeare may be supposed to have

founded this play, the beauties of which could not secure

it from the criticism of Ben Jonson, whose malignity ap-

pears to have been more than equal to his wit. In the in-

troduction to Bartholomew Fair, he says :
*' If there be

never a servant monster in the fair, who can help it, he
says, nor a nest of antiques ? He is loth to make nature

afraid in his plays, like those that beget Tales, Teinpests,

and such like drolleries." Steevens.

I was informed by the late Mr. Collins of Chichester, that

Shakspeare's Tempest, for which no origin is yet assigned,

was formed on a romance CTiW&A. Jurelio and Isabella, print-

ed in Italian, Spanish, French, and English, in 1588. But
though this information has not proved true on examina-

tion, an useful conclusion may be drawn from it, that Shake-

speare's story is somewhere to be found in an Italian novel,

at least that the story preceded Shakespeare. Mr. Collins

had searched this subject with no less fidelity than judge-

ment and industry ; but his memory failing in his last cala-

mitous indisposition, he probably gave me the name of one
novel for another. I remember he added a circumstance,

which may lead to a discovery,—^that the principal character

of the romance, answering to Shakespeare's Prospero, was a
chemical necromancer, who had bound a spirit like Ariel to

•bey bis call, and perform his services. It was a common



pretence of dealers in the occult sciences to have a demon
at command. At least Aurelio, or Orelio, was probably one
of the names of this romance, the production and multipli-

city of gold being- the grand object of alchemy. Taken at

large, the magical part of the Tempest is founded on that

sort of philosophy which was practised by John Dee and his

associates, and has been called the Rosicrucian. The name
Ariel came from the Talraudistick mysteries with wliich the

learned Jews had infected this science. T. Warton»

Mr. Theobald tells us, that The Tempest must have been
written after 1609, because the Bermuda Islands, which
are mentioned in it, were unknown to the English until

that year ; but this is a mistake. He might have seen in

Hackluji:, 1600, folio, a description of Bermuda, by Henry
May, who was shipwrecked there in 1593.

It was however one of our author's last works. In 1598,

lie played a part in the original Every Man in his Hii?nour.

Two of the characters are Prospero and Stephano. Here
Ben Jonson taught him the pronunciation of the latter

wordj which is always right in The Tempest

:

" Is not this StephdnOy my drunken butler ?
"^

And always wrong in his earlier play, TJie MercJuint of
Venicei which had been on the stage at least two or three

years before its publication ia 1600 :

** My friend Stephana, signify I pray you," &c.

—So little did Mr. Capell know of his author, when he idly

supposed his school literature might perhaps have been lost

by the dissipation of youth, or the btisy scene of publick

life I Farmer,

This play must have been written before 16^14, when Jon-

son sneers at it in his Bartholoinew Fair. In the latter

plays of Shakespeare, he has less of pun and q^ulbbie than in

his early ones. In The Merchant of Venice, he expressly

declares against them. This perhaps might be one criterion

to discover the dates of his plays. BLACKSr(>NE>

See Mr. M^Xono's Attempt to ascertain the Order ofShake-
speare^s Plays, and a Note on The clcud-capp'd toiversy

&c. Act IV. Stekvens*.



PERSONS REPRESENTED*.

Alonso, king o/" Naples.

Sebastian, his brother.

Prospero, the rightful Duke o^ Milan.

Antonio, his brother, the usurping Duke ©/"Milai

Ferdinand, son to the King o/" Naples.

GoNZALO, an honest old counsellor o/' Naples,

Adrian, \ , ,
„ > lords.
Francisco, J
Caliban, a savage and deformed slave.

Trinculo, a jester.

Stephano, a drunken butler.

Master of a ship. Boatswain, and Mariners,

Miranda, daughter to Prospero.

\si)ii

Ariel, an airy spirit

Iris

Ceres
Juno, V spirits.

Nymphs, i
Reapers, J

Other spirits attending on Prospero.

SCENE, the sea, with a ship; ctfterwards an tminhahited

island.

* Thii ennmerattoD of pereons i* taken from the folio 1623.

—

Steevent^
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ACT I.

SCENE I.

—

On a ship at sea. A storm with thunder

and lightning.

Enter a Ship-master and a Boatswain.

Master. Boatswain,

—

Boats. Here, master : What cheer ?

Mast. Good : Speak to the mariners : fall to't yarely,

or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. lExit.

Enter Mariners.

Boats. Heigh, my hearts 5 cheerly, cheerly, my
hearts

j
yare, yare : Take in the top-sail ; Tend to

the master's whistle.—Blow, till thou burst thy wind^

if i-oom enough

!

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Ferdinand,
GoNZALo, and others.

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the

master ? Play the men.

Boats. I pray now, keep below.

Ant. Where is the master, boatswain?

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour^

Keep your cabins : you do assist the storm.

Gon. Nay, good, be patient.
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Boats. When the sea is. Hence! What care these

roarers for the name of king? To cabin: silence:

trouble us not.

Oon. Good J
yet remember whom thou hast aboard.

Boats. None that I more love than myself. You are

a counsellor
J

if you can command these elements to

silence, and work the peace of the present, we will not

hand a rope more; use your authority. If you cannot,

give llianks you have lived so long, and make yourself

ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, if it

so hap.—Cheerly, good hearts.—Out of our way, I say.

lExit.

Gon. I have great comfort from this fellow : me-
thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his com-
plexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate, to

his hanging ! make the rope of his destiny our cable,

for our own doth little advantage ! If he be not born
to be hanged, our case is miserable. ]_Exeunt.

Re-enter Boatswain.

Boats. Down with the top-mast; yare; lower, lower;

bring her to try with main-course. [J cry within.'] A
plague upon this howling! they are louder than the

weather, or our office.

—

Re-enter Sebastian, Antonio, and Gonzalo.

Yet again ? what do you here ? Shall we give o'er, and
drown? Have you a raind to sink?

Seb. A pox o' your throat ! you bawling, blasphem-
ous, incharitable dog!

Boats. Work you, then.

Ant. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, insolent noisc-

m&ker, we are less afraid to be drowned than thou art



SCENE I. TEMPEST. 7

Go?i. I'll warrant him from drownings though the

ship were no stronger than a nut-shell, and as leaky a*

an unstaunched wench.

Boats, Lay her a-hold, a-hold j set her two courses
j

oflF to sea again;, lay her off.

E7iter Mariners wet,

Mar. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! dMlo&V. [^Exeunt.

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ?

Go}i. The king and prince at prayers! let us assist

them.

For our case is as theirs.

Seb. I am out of patience.

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunk-
ards.

—

This wide-chapped rascal 3
—

'Would, thou might'st lie

drowning.

The washing of ten tides

!

Gon. He'll be hanged yet;

Though every drop of water swear against it.

And gape at wid'st to glut him.

[A confused noise within.'] Mercy on us!—We split, we
split!—Farewell, my wife and children!—Farewell,

brother!—We split, we split, we split!

—

Ant. Let's all sink with the king. [Exit.

Seb. Let's take leave of him. ^Exit.

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea

for an acre of barren ground; long heath, brown
fiirze, any thing : The wills above be done ! but I

would fain die a dry death. [Exit.
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SCENE II.

—

The island: before the cett of Vrosj^ero.

Enter Prospero and Miranda.

Mra. If by your art, my dearest fether, you have

Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them :

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch.

But that the sea, mounting to th' welkin's cheek.

Dashes the fire out. O, I have sufFer'd

With those that I saw suffer ! a brave vessel.

Who had no doubt some noble creatures in her,

Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish'd.

Had I been any god of power, I would
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e'er

It should the good ship so have swallowed, and
The freighting souls within her.

Pro. Be collected
5

No more amazement : tell your piteous heart,

Tliere's no harm done.

Mira. O, woe the day

!

Pro. No harm
I have done nothing but in care of thee,

(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter !) who
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing
Of v/hence I am -j nor that I am more better

Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell.

And thy no greater father.

Mira. More to know
Did never meddle with my thoughts.

Pro. 'Tis time
I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand.
And pluck my magick garment from me.—So -,

{Lays down his mantle
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Lie there my art.—Wipe thou thine eyes j have com-
fort.

The direful spectacle of the ^vreck, which touch'd

The very virtue of compassion in thee,

I have with such provision in mine art

So safely order'd, that there is no soul

—

No, not so much perdition as an hair.

Betid to any creature in the vessel

Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink.

Sit down ',

For thou must now know further.

Mira. You have often

Begun to tell me what I am ; but stopp'd

And left me to a bootless inquisition 5

Concluding, Stay, not yet.—
Pro. The hour's now come

j

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear
3

Obey, and be attentive, Can'st thou remember
A time before we came unto this ceU ?

I do not think thou can'st j for then thou wast not

Out three years old.

Mira. Certainly, sir, I can.

Pro. By what ? by any other house, or person ?

Of any thing the image tell me, that

Hath kept with thy remembrance.

Mira. 'Tis far ofFj

And rather like a dream than an assurance

That my remembrance warrants : Had I not

Four or five women once, that tended me ?

Pro. Thou had'st, and more, Miranda: But how
is it.

That this lives in thy mind ? What seest thou else

In the dark backward and abysm of time ?
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If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st here.

How thou cam'st here, thou may'st,

Mira. But that I do not.

Pro. Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years since.

Thy father was the duke of Milan, and

A prince of power.

Mira. Sir, are not you my father ?

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and

She said—^thou wast my daughter ; and thy father

Was duke of Milan ; and his only heir

A princess
;
—no worse issued. '

Mira. O, the heavens !

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ?

Or blessed was't, we did ?

Pro. Both, both, my girl

:

By foul play, as thou say*st, were we heav'd thence
j

But blessedly holp hither.

Mira. O, my heart bleeds

To think o' the teen that I have turn'd you to.

Which is from my remembrance ! Please you, further

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call'd Antonio,

—

I pray thee, mark me,—^that a brother should

Be so perfidious !
—^he whom, next thyself.

Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put

The manage of my state j as, at that time.

Through aU the signiories it was the first.

And Prosper© the prime duke ; being so reputed

In dignity, and, for the liberal arts.

Without a parallel j those being all my study.

The government I cast upon my brother.

And to my state grew stranger, being transported.

And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle-
Dost thou attend me ?
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Mira. Sir, most heedfully.

Pro. Being once perfected how to ivrant suits,

How to deny them ; whom to advance, and whom
To trash for over-topping

; new created

The creatures that xvere mine ; I say, or chang'd them.
Or else ne^v form'd them : having both the key

Of ofiicer and office, set all hearts

To what tune pleas'd his ear ; that now he was
The i^y, wiiich had hid my princely trunk.

And suck'd my verdure out on't.-—^Thou attend'st not

:

I pray thee, mark me.

Mira. O good sir, I do.

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate

To closeness, and the bettering of my mind
With that, which, but by being so retir'd,

O'er-priz'd all popxilar rate, in my false brother

Awak'd an evil nature : and my trust.

Like a good parent, did beget of him
A falsehood, in its contrary as great

As my trust was j which had, indeed, no limit,

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded.

Not only with what my revenue yielded^

But what my power might else exact,—like one.

Who having, unto truth, by telling of it.

Made such a sinner of his memory.
To credit his own lie,—he did believe

He was the duke ; out of the substitution.

And executing the outward face of royalty.

With aU prerogative :—Hence his ambition

Growing,—Dost hear ?

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness.

Pro. To have no screen between this part he play'd

And him he play'd it for, he needs will be
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Absolute Milan : Me, poor man !—my library

Was dukedom large enough ; of temporal royalties

He thinks me now incapable : confederates

(So dry he was for sway) with the king of Naples,

To give him annual tribute, do him homage
j

Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend

The dukedom, yet unbow'd, (alas, poor Milan !)

To most ignoble stooping.

Mvra. O the heavens !

Pro. Mark his condition, and the event ; then tell

me.

If this might be a brother.

Mira. I should sin

To think but nobly of my grandmother :

Good wombs have borne bad sons.

Pro. Now the condition.

This king of Naples, being an enemy
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit

j

Which was, that he in lieu o' the premises,

—

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute,—

Should presently extirpate me and mine
Out of the dukedom j and confer fair Milan,

With all the honours, on my brother : Whereon,
A treacherous army levied, one midnight

Fated to th' purpose, did Antonio open
The gates of Milan ; and, i' the dead of darkness.

The ministers for the purpose hurried thence

Me, and thy crying self.

Mira. Alack, for pity !

I, not rememb'ring how I cried out then.

Will cry it o'er again ; it is a hint.

That wrings mine eyes.

Pro Hear a little fiirther.





TEMPEST.

ACT J. Scene 2.

Prospcro. O t a cherubim thou wast that did preserve inel



SCENE II. TEMPEST. 13

And then I'll bring thee to the present business

Which now's upon us ; without the which, this story

Were most impertinent,

Mira. Wherefore did they not

That hour destroy us ?

Pro. Well demanded, wench.

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not j

(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set

A mark so bloody on the business -, but

With colours fairer painted their foul ends.

In few, they hurried us aboard a bark
j

Bore us some leagues to sea j where they prepar'd

A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd.

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats

Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us.

To cry to th' sea that roar'd to us ; to sigh

To th' winds, whose pity, sighing back again.

Did us but loving wrong.
Mira. Alack ! what trouble

Was I then to you

!

Pro. O ! a cherubim

Thou wast, that did preserve me ! Thou didst smile^

Infused with a fortitude from heaven.

When I have deck'd the sea with drops fiiU salt }

Under my burden groan'd 5 which rais'd in me
An undergoing stomach, to bear up
Against what shotdd ensue,

Mira. How came we ashore >

Pro. By Providence divine.

Some food we had, and some fresh water, that

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo,

Out of his charity, (who being then appointed

Master of this design,) did give us j with
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Rich garments^ linens, stuffs, and necessaries.

Which since have steaded much j so, of his gentleness^

Knowing I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me^,

From my own library, with volumes that

I prize above my dukedom,
Mira. 'Would I might

But ever see that man !

Pro. Now I arise :

—

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow.

Here in this island we arriv'd ^ and here

Have I, thy school-master, made thee more profit

Than other princes can, that have more time

For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful.

Mira. Heavens thank you for't 1 And now, I pray

you, sir,

(For still 'tis beating in my mind,) your reason

For raising this sea-storm ?

Pro. Know thus far forth.

—

By accident most strange, bountiful fortune,

Now^ my dear lady, hath mine enemies

Brought to this shore : and by my prescience

I find my zenith doth depend upon
A most auspicious star j whose influence

If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes

WiU ever after droop.—Here cease more questions ;

Thou art inclin'd to sleep -, 'tis a good dulness.

And give it way
;
—I know thou canst not choose.

—

[Miranda sleeps.

Come away, servant, come : I am ready now 3

Approach, my Ariel ; come.

Enter Ariel.

Jri. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail I I coBie
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To answer thy best pleasure ; be't to fly.

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride

On the curl'd clouds ; to thy strong bidding, task

Ariel, and all his quality.

Pro. Hast thou, spirit.

Perform 'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ?

Ari. To every article.

I boarded the king's ship • now on the )eak.

Now in the waist, the deck, in every cabin,

I fiam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide.

And burn in many places ; on the top-mast.

The yards and bowsprit, would I flame distinctly.

Then meet, and join: Jove's lightnings, the precursors

O' th' dreadful thunder-claps, more momentaiy
And sight-out-running were not : The fire, and cracks

Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune
Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble.

Yea, his dread trident shake.

Pro. My brave spirit

!

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil

Would not infect his reason ?

Ari. Not a soul

But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd

Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners,

Plung'd in the foaming brine, and quit the vessel.

Then all a-fire with me : the king's son, Ferdinand,

With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair,)

Was the first man that leap'd 5 cried. Hell is empt?j,

And all the devils are here.

Pro. Why, that's my spirit

!

But was not this nigh shore ?

Ari. Close by, my master.

Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe >
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An. Not a hair perish'd -,

On their sustaining garments not a blemish.

But fresher than before : and, as thou bad'st me.
In troops I have dispers'd them 'bout the isle :

The king's son have I landed by himself
5

Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs.

In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting.

His arms in this sad knot.

Pro. Of the king's ship.

The mariners, say, how thou hast dispos'd.

And all the rest o' th' fleet ?

Ari. Safely in harbour
Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once

Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew
From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she's hid :

The mariners all under hatches stow'd
;

Whom, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour^

I have left asleep : and for the rest o' th' fleet.

Which I dispers'd, they all have met again ;

And are upon the Mediterranean flote.

Bound sadly home for Naples 5

Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd^

And his great person perish.

Pro. Ariel, thy charge

Exactly is perform'd j but there's more work :

What is the time o' the day ?

Ari. Past the mid season.

Pro. At least two glasses: The time 'twixt six and
now.

Must by us both be spent most preciously.

Ari. Is there more toil ? Since thou dost give me
pains.

Let me remember thee what thou hast promis'd.
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Wliich is not yet perform'd me.

Pro. How now } moody ?

What is't thou canst demand ?

An. My liberty.

Pro. Before the time be out ? no more.

Ari. I pray thee

Remember, I have done thee worthy service

;

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv'd

Without or grudge, or grumblings : thou didst promise

To bate me a full year.

Pro. Dost thou forget

From what a torment I did free thee ?

Art. No,
Pro. Thou dost I and think'st

It much, to tread the ooze of the salt deep j

To run upon the sharp wind of the north
j

To do me business in the veins o' th' earthy

When it is bak'd with frost.

Ari. I do not, sir.

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot

The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age^ and envy.

Was grown into a hoop ? hast thou forgot her ?

Art. No, sir.

Pro. Thou hast : Wliere was she born }

speak
J

tell me.

Ari. Sir, in Argier.

Pro. O, was she so ? I must.

Once in a month, recount what thou hast been.

Which thou forget'st. This damn'd witch, Sycorax^

For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible

To enter human hearing, from Argier,

Tliou know^st, was banish'd 5 for one thing she did^.

They would not take her life : Is not this true ^

VOL. I- c



18 TEMPE.ST, ACT i.

Ari. Ay, sir.

Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with

child.

And here was left by th' sailors : Thou, my slave.

As thou report'st thyself, wast then her servant

:

And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate

To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands.
Refusing her grand bests, she did confine thee.

By help of her more potent ministers.

And in her most unmitigable rage.

Into a cloven pine 3 within which rift

Imprison'd, thoti didst painftdly remain

A dozen years ; within which space she died.

And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy groans.

As fast as miU-wheels strike : Then was this island,

(Save for the son that she did litter here,

A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honour'd with

A human shape.

Ari. Yes 5 Caliban her son.

Pro. Dull thing, I say so j he, that Caliban,

Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'st

What torment I did find thee in : thy groans

Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts

Of ever-angry bears 3 it was a torment

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax

Could not again undo ; it was mine art.

When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape
The pine, and let thee out.

Ari. I thank thee, master.

Pro. If thou more murmur'st, I will rend an oak.

And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till

Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters.

Ari. Pardon, master

:
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I will be correspondent to command;,

And do my spiriting gently.

Pro. Do so ; and after two days

I will dischai'ge thee.

Ari. That's my noble master !

What shall I do ? say what ? what shall I do ?

Pro. Go make thjself like to a nymph o' th' sea
;

Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible

To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape.

And hither come in't : hence, with diligence.

[^Exit Ariel
Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well

j

Awake

!

Mira. The strangeness of your story put

Heaviness in me.

Pro. Shake it off: Come on
3

We'll visit Caliban, my slave, who never

Yields us kind answer,

Mira. 'Tis a villain, sir,

I do not love to look on.

Pro. But, as 'tis.

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire.

Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices

That profit us. Wliat ho ! slave ! Caliban

!

Thou earth, thou ! speak.

Cal. IfVithin.'] There's wood enough within.

Pro. Come forth, I say 3 there's other business for

thee

:

Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ?

Re-enter Ariel, like a wateT'Tiymph.

Fine apparition ! My quaint Ariel,

Hark in thine ear.



20 TEMPEST. act i.

An. My lord, it shall be done, [Exit.

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil himself

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth !

Enter Caliban.

Cat. As wicked dew as e'er my mother brush'd

With raven's feather from unwholesome fen.

Drop on you both ! a south-west blow on ye.

And blister you all o'er !

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shaJt hare

cramps.

Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath up -, urchins

Shall, for that vast of night that they may work.

All exercise on thee : thou shalt be pinch'd

As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging

Than bees that made them.

Cal. I must eat my dinner.

This island's mine, by Sycorax my mother.

Which thou tak'st from me. When thou camest first.

Thou strok'dst me, and mad'st much of me j wouldst
give me

Water with berries in't ; and teach me how
To name the bigger light, and how the less.

That burn by day and night : and then I lov'd thee.

And shew'd thee all the qualities o' th' isle.

The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and fertile ^

Cursed be I that did so !—All the charms
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you !

For I am all the subjects that you have.

Which first was mine own king : and here you sty me
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me
The rest of the island.

Pro Thou most lying slave,.
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Whom stripes may move, not kindness: I have us'd

thee.

Filth as thou art, with human care ; and lodg'd thee

In mine own eeU, till thou didst seek to violate

The honour of my child.

Col. O ho, O ho !

—
'would it had been done

!

Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else

This isle with Calibans.

Pro. Abhorred slave
j

Which any print of goodness \vill not take.

Being capable of all ill i I pitied thee.

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour

One thing or other : when thou didst not, savage.

Know thine own meaning, but would'st gabble like

A thing most brutish, I endow'd thy purposes

With words that made them known : But thy vile race.

Though thou didst learn, had that in't which good

natures

Could not abide to be with j therefore wast thou

Deservedly confin'd into this rock,

Wlio hadst deserv'd more than a prison.

Cal. Yovi taught me language ; and my profit on't

Is, I knoAv iiow to curse ; The red plague rid you.

For learning me your language !

Pro. Hag-seed, hence!

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best.

To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice ?

If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly

What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps
j

Fill all thy bones with aches -, make thee roar.

That beasts shall tremble at thy din.

Cal. No, 'pray thee !

—

1 must obey : his art is of such power, [Aside.
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It would control my dam's god^ Setebos,

And make, a vassal of him.

Pro. So, slavej hence !

[Exit Caliban.

Re-enter Ariel invisible, playing and singing

;

Ferdii;}ASD following him.

Ariel's Song.

Come unto these yellow sands.

And then take hands

:

Courfsied when you have, and hiss'd,

{Tlie wild waves whist,)

Foot itfeatly here and there

;

And, sweet sprites, the burden hear.

Hark, hark !

Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. [dispersedly.

The watch-dogs lark

:

Bur. Bowgh, wowgh. [dispersedly.

Hark, hark ! I hear
The strain of sti-utting chanticlere,

Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo.

Fer. Where should this musick be? i' th' air^ or th

earth ?

It sounds no more :—and sure, it waits upon
Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank^

Weeping again the king my father's wreck.

This musick crept by me upon the waters

;

AUaying both their fiiry, and my passion.

With its sweet air : thence I have follow'd it.

Or it hath drawn me rather :—But 'tis gone.

No, it begins again.

Ariel sings.

Fullfathom five thyfather lies;

Of his hones are coral made ;

Tliose are pearls that were his eyes :

Nething of Mtn that dothfadef
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But doth suffer a sea-change

Into something rich and strange.

Sea-ny-mphs hourly ring his knell

Hark ! now I hear them,—ding-dong, hell.

[^Burden, ding-dong.

Fer. The ditty does remember my drown'd father:

—

This is no mortal business^ nor no sound

That the earth owes :—I hear it now above me.

Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye advance

And say, what thou seest yond'.

Mira. What is't ? a spirit ?

Lord, how it looks about ! Believe me, sir.

It carries a brave form :—But 'tis a spirit.

Pro. No, wench 3 it eats and sleeps, and hath such

senses

As we have, such : This gallant, which thou seest,

"Wzs, in the wreck ; and but he's something stain'd

With grief, that's beauty's canker, thou might'st call

him
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows.

And strays about to find them.

Mira. I might call him
A thing divine -, for nothing natural

I ever saw so noble.

Pro. It goes on, {^Aside.

As my soul prompts it :—Spirit, fine spirit ! I'll free

thee

Within two days for this.

Fer. Most sure, the goddess

On whom these airs attend !—Vouchsafe, my prayer

May know, if you remain upon this island

;

And that you will some good instruction give.
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How I may bear me here : My prime i^equest.

Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder

!

If you be made, or no ?

Mvra. No wonder, sir
;

But, certainly a maid.

Fer. My language ! heavens !—
I am the best of them that speak this speech.

Were I but where 'tis spoken.

Pro. How! the best?

What wert thou, if the king of Naples heard thee ?

Fer. A single thing, as I am now, that wonders

To hear thee speak of Naples : He does hear me
j

And, that he does, I weep : myself am Naples
;

Who with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld

The king my father wreck' d,

Mira. Alack, for mercy 1

Fer. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of Milan,

And his brave son, being twain.

Pro. Tlie duke of Milan,

And his more braver daughter, could control thee.

If now 'twere fit to do't :—At the first sight lAside.

They have chang'd eyes :—Delicate Ariel,

I'll set thee free for this !—A word, good sir
;

I fear, you have done yourself some ^vrong : a word,

Mira. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This

Is the third man that e'er I saw; the first

That e'er I sigh'd for : pity move my father

To be inclin'd my way !

Fer. O, if a virgin.

And your afifection not gone forth, I'll make you
The queen of Naples.

Pro, Soft, sir j one word more.-—
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They are both in either's powers : but this swift

business

I miist uneasy make, lest too light winning lAside.

Make the prize light.—'One word more^ I charge thee.

That thou attend me : thpu dost here usurp

The name thou ow'st not j and hast put thyself

Upon this island, as a spy, to win it

From me, the lord on't.

Fer. No, as I am a man.
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in such a templet

If the ill spirit have so fair an house.

Good things will strive to dwell with't.

Pro. FoUow me.

—

\_To Ferd.
Speak not you for him ; he's a traitor.—Come.
I'll manacle thy neck and feet together :

Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food shall be

The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots, and husks

Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow.

Fer. No
j

I will resist such entertainment, till

Mine enemy has more power. [fle draws.

Mira. O dear father.

Make not too rash a trial of him, for

He's gentle, and not fearful.

Pro. Wliat, I say.

My foot my tutor !—Put thy sword up, traitor
;

Who mak'st a shew, but dar'st not strike, thy con-

science

Is so possess'd with guilt : come from thy ward
j

For I can here disarm thee with this stick.

And make thy weapon drop.

Mira. 'Beseech you, father !

Pro. Hence j hang not on my garments.
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Mira. Sir, have pity
j

I'll be his surety.

Pro. Silence : one word more
Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What

!

An advocate for an impostor ? hush !

Thou think'st, there are no more such shapes as he.

Having seen but him and Caliban : Foolish wench !

To the most of men this is a Caliban,

And they to him are angels.

Mira. My affections

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition

To see a goodlier man.
Pro. Come onj obey: [lb Ferd.

Thy nerves are in their infancy again.

And have no vigour in them.

Per. So they are

:

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up.

My father's loss, the weakness which I feel.

The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threats.

To whom I am subdued, are but light to me.
Might I but through my prison once a day

Behold this maid ; all corners else o' th' earth

Let liberty make use of 5 space enough
Have I in such a prison.

Pro. It works :—Come on.

—

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel !—Follow me.

—

[To Ferd. and Mira.
Hark, what thou else shalt do me. [To Ariel

Mira. Be of comfort
j

My father's of a better nature, sir.

Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted.
Which now came from him.

Pto. Thou shalt be as free
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As mountain winds : but then exactly do

All points of my command.
Ari. To th* syllable.

Pro. Come^ follow : speak not for liim. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Another part of the Island.

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo,
Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. 'Beseech you, sir, be merry : you have cause

(So have we all) of joyj for our escape

Is much beyond our loss : Our hint of woe
Is common ; every day, some sailor's wife.

The masters of some merchant, and the merchant.

Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle,

I mean our preservation, few in millions

Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh

Our sorrow with our comfort.

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace.

Seh. He receives comfort like cold porridge.

Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so.

Seh. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit j

by and by it will strike.

Gon. Sir,

Seh. One: Tell.

Gon. When every grief is entertain'd, that's offer*d#

Comes to the entertainer—*



^B TEMPEST, ACT II.

Seb. A dollar.

Gon. Dolour comes to hini:, indeed; you have spoken
truer than you purposed.

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant you
should.

Gon. Therefore, my lord,

—

Ant. Vye, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue

!

Alon. I pr'jlhee, spare.

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet

—

Seb. He will be talking.

Ant. Which of them, he, or Adrian^ for a good
wager, first begins to crow ?

Seb. The old cock.

Ant. The cockrel.

Seb. Done : The wager ?

Ant. A laughter.

Seb. A match.

Adr. Though this island seem to be desert,—

Seb. Ha, ha, ha!

Ant. So, you've pay'd.

Adr, Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible,—

Seb. Yet,

Adr. Yet—
Ant. He could not miss it.

Adr. It must needs.be of subtle, tender, and delicate

temperance.

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench.

Seb. Ay, and a subtle; as he most learnedly de-

livered.

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly.

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones.

Ant. Or, as 'twere perfumed by a fen.

Con. Here is every thing advantageous to life.
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Ant. True j save means to live.

Seb. Of that there's nonC;, or little.

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks \ how
green !

Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawny.

Seb. With an eye of green in't.

Ant. He misses not much.
Seb. No ', he doth but mistake the truth totally.

Go7i. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed almost

beyond credit)

—

Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are.

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were,

drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their

freshness, and glosses 3 being rather new dy'd, than

stain'd with salt water.

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would it

Hot say, he lies ?

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report.

Gon. Methinks, our garments are now as fresb as

when we put them on first in Africk, at the marriage

jf the king's fair daughter Claribel to the king of

runis.

Seb. 'Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in

our return.

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such a

paragon to their queen.

Gon. Not since widow Dido's time.

Ant. Widow ? a pox o' that ! How came that widow
m ? Widow Dido !

Seb. What if he had said, widower ^neas too ? good
lord, how you take it

!

Adr. Widow Dido, said you ? you make me study of

that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis.
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Gon. This Tunis, sir,, was Carthage.

Adr. Carthage ?

Gon. I assure you, Carthage.

Ant. His word is more than the miracvilous harp.

Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houses too.

Ant. What impossible matter \vill he make easy next?

Seb. I think he will carry this island home in his

pocket, and give it his son for an apple.

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring

forth more islands.

Gon. Ay?
Ant. Why, in good time.

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments seem
now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at the marriage
of your daughter, who is now queen.

Ant. And the rarest that e'er came there.

Seb. 'Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido.

Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido.

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day

I wore it ? I mean, in a sort.

Ant. That sort was well fish'd for.

Go7i. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage ?

Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, against

The stomach of my sense : 'Would I had never

Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence.

My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too.

Who is so far from Italy remov'd,

I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir

Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish

Hath made his meal on thee !

Fran. Sir, he may live ;

I saw him beat the surges under him.
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water.
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Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted

The surge most swobi that met him : his bold her^d

'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd

Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke

To th' shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'dj

As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt^

He came alive to land.

j4lon. No, no, he's gone.

Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss ,-

That would not bless our Europe with your daughter.

But rather lose her to an African -,

Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye.

Who hath cause to wet the grief on't.

Alon. Pr'ythee, peace.

Seb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd otherwise

By a]l of us -, and the fair soul herself

Weigh'd, between lothness and obedience, at

Which end o' th' beam she'd bow. We have lost your

son,

I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have

More widows in them of this business' making.

Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault's

Your own.

Alo7i. So is the dearest of the loss.

Gon. My lord Sebastian,

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness.

And time to speak it in : you rub the sore,

W^hen you should bring the plaster.

Seb. Very well.

Ant. And most chirurgeonly.

Gon. It is foul weather in us all, good sir.

When you are cloudy.

Seb. Foul weather ?



yz TEMPEST. ACT n.

Ant. Ver)' foul.

Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord,-

—

Ant. He'd sow it with nettle-seed.

Seb. Or docks, or mallows

Gon. And were the king of it. What would I do ?

Seb. 'Scape being drunk, for want of wine.

Gon. r th' commonwealth I would by contraries

Execute all things : for no kind of traffick

Would I admit ; no name of magistrate
j

Letters should not be known -, no use of service.

Of riches or of poverty j no contracts.

Successions ; bound of land, tilth, \ineyard, none :

No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil

:

No occupation ; all men idle, all -,

And women too ; but innocent and pure :

No sovereignty :

—

Seb. And yet he would be king on't.

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets

the beginning.

Gon. All things in common nature should produce

Without sweat or endeavour ; treason, felony.

Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine.

Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth.

Of its own kind, all foizon, all abundance.

To feed my innocent people.

Seb. No marrying 'mong his subjects ?

Ant. None, man ; all idle ; whores, and knaves.

Gon. I would with such perfection govern, sir.

To excel the golden age.

Seb. 'Save his majesty !

Ant. Long live Gonzalo !

Gon. And, do you mark me, sir ?—
Alon. Pr'ythee, no more : thou dost talk nothing tome.
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Got?. I do well believe your highness j and did it to

minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such

sensible and nimble lungs, that they always use to

laugh at nothing.

Ant. 'Twas you we laugh'd at.

Gon. Who, in this kind of merr\' fooling, am nothing

to you : so you may continue, and laugh at nothing still.

Ant. What a blow was there given ?

Seb. An it had not fallen flat-long.

Gon. You are gentlemen of brave mettle j you would
lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would continue

in it five weeks without changing.

Enter Ariel invisible, playing solemn musick.

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling.

Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not angr^'.

Gon. No, I warrant you ,* I will not adventure my
discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep^ for I

am very heavy ?

Ant. Go sleep, and hear us.

\^All sleep but Alon. Seb. and Ant.
Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes

Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : I find.

They are inclin'd to do so.

Seb. Please you, sir.

Do not omit the heavy offer of it :

It seldom visits sorrow -, when it doth.

It is a comforter.

Ant. We two, my lord.

Will guard your person, while you take your rest.

And watch your safety.

Alon. Thank you : Wond'rous heavy.—
[Alonso sleeps. Exit Ariei.,

VOL. r. n
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Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them >

Ant. It is th' quality o' th' climate.

Seb. Why
Doth it not then our eye-lids sink ? I find not

Myself dispos'd to sleep.

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble.

They fell together all, as by consent
;

They dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What mighty

Worthy Sebastian ?—O, what might ?—No more :-t-

And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face.

What thou should'st be : th' occasion speaks thee; and

My strong imagination sees a crown
Dropping upon thy head.

Seb. What, art thou waking ?

Ant. Do you not hear me speak ?

Seb. I do ; and, surely.

It is a sleepy language ; and thou speak'st

Out of thy sleep : What is it thou didst say r

This is a strange repose, to be asleep

With eyes wide open j standing, speaking, moving.

And yet so fast asleep.

Ant. Noble Sebastian,

Thou let'st thy fortune sleep—die rather 3 wink'st

Whiles thou art waking.

Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly

There's meaning in thy snores.

Ant. I am more serious than my custom : you
Must be so too, if heed me j which to do.

Trebles thee o'er.

Seb. Well ; I am standing water.

Ant. I'll teach you how to flow.

Seb. Do so : to ebb.

Hereditary sloth instructs me
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A7it. O,

If you but knew, how you the purpose cherish.

Whiles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it.,

You more invest it \ Ebbing men, indeed;,

Most often do so near the bottom run.

By their own fear, or sloth,

Seh. Pr'ythee, say on :

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim

A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed.

Which throes thee much to yield.

Ant. Thus, sir

:

Although this lord of weak remembrance, this

(Who shall be of as little memory.
When he is earth' d,) hath here almost persuaded

(For he's a spirit of persuasion only,)

The king, his son's alive j 'tis as impossible

That he's undrown'd, as he that sleeps here, swims,

Seb. I have no hope

That he's undrown'd.

Ant. O, out of that no hope,

Wliat great hope have you ! no hope, that way, is

Another way so high an hope, that even

Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond.

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with me.
That Ferdinand is drown'd ?

Seh. He's gone,

Ard. Then, tell me.
Who's the next heir of Naples ?

Seb. Claribel.

Ant. She that is queen of Tunis 5 she that dwells

Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naples

Can have no note, unless the sun were post,

(The man i' th' moon's too slow,) till new-born chins
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Be rough and razorable : she, from whom
We were all sea-swallow'd, though some cast again

3

And, by that, destin'd to perform an act.

Whereof what's past is prologue ; what to come.

In yours and my discharge.

Seb. What stuff is this ?—How say you ?

'Tis true, my brother's daughter's queen of Tunis 3

So is she heir of Naples 5 'twixt which regions

There is some space.

Ant. A space whose every cubit

Seems to cry out. How shall that Claribel

Measure us back to Naples P—Keep in Tunis,

And let Sebastian wake !—Say, this were death

That now hath seiz'd them 5 why, they were no worse

Than now they are : There be, that can rule Naples,

As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate

As amply, and unnecessarily.

As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore

The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this

For your advancement ! Do you understand me ?

Seb. Methinks, I do.

Ant. And how does your content

Tender your own good fortune ?

Seb. I remember.

You did supplant your brother Prospero.

Ant. True

:

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me
3

Much feater than before : My brother's servants

Were then my fellows, now they are my men.
Seb. But, for your conscience

—

A?it. Ay, sir -, where lies that ? if it were a kybe^

'Twould put me to my slipper j But I feel not
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This deity in my bosom : twenty consciences.

That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candied be they.

And melt, ere they molest ! Here lies your brother.

No better than the earth he lies upon.

If he were that which now he's like j whom I,

With this obedient steel, three inches of it.

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing thus.

To the perpetual wink for aye might put

This ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest.

They'll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk
5

They'll tell the clock to any business that

We say befits the hour.

Seb. Thy case, dear friend.

Shall be my precedent 3 as thou got'st Milan,

m come by Naples, Draw thy sword : one stroke

Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'st
5

And I the king shall love thee.

Ant. Draw together

:

And when I rear my hand, do you the like.

To fall it on Gonzalo.

Seb. O, but one word. l_They converse apart,

Musick. Re-enter Ariel, invisible.

Ari. My master through his art foresees the danger

That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth,

(For else his project dies,) to keep them living.

[Sings in Gonzalo's ear.

Willie you here do snoring lie,

Open-ey'd conspiracy

His time doth take

:

If of life you keep a care.

Shake offslumber, and beware :

Atvake ! Awake!
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Ant. Then let us both be sudden.

Gon. NoWj good angels, preserve the king

!

{They wake.

Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake 1 Why are you
drawn?

Wherefore this ghastly looking ?

Gon. What's the matter ?

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose.

Even now, we heard a hoUow burst of bellowing

Like bulls, or rather lions j did it not wake you ?

It struck mine ear most terribly.

Alon, I heard nothing.

Ant. O, 'twas a din to fright a monster's ear
j

To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar

Of a whole herd of lions.

Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ?

GoH. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming.
And that a strange one too, which did awake me :

I shak'd you, sir, and cry'd ; as mine eyes open'd,

I saw their weapons drawn :•—there was a noise.

That's verity : 'Best stand upon our guard
;

Or that we quit this place : let's draw our weapons.

Alon. Lead off this ground j and let's make further

search

For my poor son.

Gon. Heavens keep him from these beasts !

For he is, sure, i' th' island.

Alon. Lead away.

An. Prospero my lord shall know what I have done:

[Aside.

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. [Exeunt.
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SCENE II.—Another part of the Island,

Enter Caliban, with a burden of wood.

A noise of thunder heard.

Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and make him
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits hear me.

And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch.

Fright me with urchin shows, pitch me i' th' mire.

Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the d-ark

Out of my way, uijless he bid them j but

For every trifle are they set upon me :

Sometime like apes, that moe and chatter at me.

And after, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I

All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues.

Do hiss me into madness :—Lo ! now ! lo !

Enter Tkinculo.

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me.

For bringing wood in slowly : I'll fall flat
j

Perchance, he will not mind me,

Trin. Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear olf

any weather at all, and another storm brewing ; I hear

it sing i' th' vdnd : yond' same black cloud, yond*

huge one, looks like a foul bumbard that would shed

his liquor. If it should thunder, as it did before, I

know not where to hide my head : yond' same cloud

cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.—What have we
here ? a man or a fish ? Dead or alive ? A fish : he

smells like a fish j a very ancient and fish-like smell

;
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a kind of, not of the newest, Poor-John. A strange

fish ! Were I in England now, (as once I was,) and
had but this fish painted, not a holiday fool there but

would give a piece of silver : there would this monster

make a man ; any strange beast there makes a man

:

when they wiU not give a doit to relieve a lame beggar,

they wiD lay out ten to see a dead Indian. Legg'd like

a man ! and his fins like anus ! Warm, o' my troth ! I

do now let loose my opinion, hold it no longer j this

is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately suffered by

a thunder-bolt. \_Thunder.'] Alas ! the storm is come
again : my best way is to creep under his gaberdine

j

there is no other shelter hereabout : Misery acquaints

a man with strange bedfellows. I will here shroud,

till the dregs of the storm be past.

Enter Stephano, singing ; a bottle in his hand.

Ste. I shall no more to sea, to sea,

Here shall I die a-slwre

;

—
This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral

:

Well, here's my comfort, [Drinks.

The tnaster, tJie swabber, tJie boatswain, and I,

The gunner, and his mate,

Lov'd Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Margery,
But none of us car'dfor Kate

:

For she had a tongue with a tang,

fVould cry to a sailor. Go, hang :

Slie lov'd not the savour of tar nor ofpitch.

Yet a tailor might scratch her where-e"er she did itch;

Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang.

This is a scurvy tune too : But here's my comfort.

{Drinks

€al. Do not torment me : O

!
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Ste. What's the matter ? Have we devils here ? Do
you put tricks upon us with savages^ and men of Inde ?

Ha ! I have not 'scap'd drownings to be afeard now of

your four legs j for it hath been said. As proper a man
as ever went on four legs, cannot make him give

ground : and it shall be said so again, while Stephano

breathes at nostrils.

Cal. The spirit torments me : O

!

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with four legs;

who hath got, as I take it, an ague : Where the devil

should he learn our language ? I wiU give him some

relief, if it be but for that : If I can recover him, and

keep him tame, and get to Naples with him, he's a

present for any emperor that ever trod on neat's-

leather.

Cal. Do not torment me, pr'ythee

;

I'll bring my wood home faster.

Ste. He's in his fit now ; and does not talk after the

wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have never

drunk wine afore, it wiU go near to remove his fit : if

I can recover him, and keep him tame, I will not take

too much for him : he shall pay for him that hath him,

and that soundly.

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt

Anon, I know it by thy trembling

:

Now Prosper works upon thee.

Ste. Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; here

is that which wiU give language to you, catj open

your mouth : this will shake your shaking, I can tell

you, and that soundly: you cannot teU who's your

friend j open your chaps again.

Trin. I should know that voice : It should be—^But

he is drowned j and these are devils : O ! defend me !

—
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Ste. Four legs, and two voices ; a most delicate

monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well of

iiis friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul speeches,

and to detract. If all the wine in my bottle will re-

cover him, I will help his ague : Come, ^Amen ! I

will pour some in thy other mouth.

Trin. Stephano,

—

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy ! mercy

!

This is a devil, and no monster : I will leave him ; I

have no long spoon.

Trin. Stephano !—if thou beest Stephano, touch me,

and speak to me ; for I am Trinciilo y
—^be not afeard,

—thy good friend Trinculo.

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth -, I'll pull

thee by the lesser legs : if any be Trinculo's legs, these

are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed : How cam'st

thou to be the siege of this moon-calf ? Can he vent

Trinculos ?

Trin. 1 took him to be killed with a thunder-stroke

:

'—But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I hope now,

thou art not drowned. Is the storm overblown ? I

hid me under the dead moon-calf's gaberdine, for fear

of the storm : And art thou living, Stephano ? O Ste-

phano, two Neapolitans 'scap'd

!

Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about 3 my stomach

is not constant.

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not sprites.

That's a brave god, and bears celestial liquor :

I will kneel to him.

Ste. How didst thou 'scape ? How cam'st thou
hither ? swear by this bottle, how thou cam'st hither ?

I escaped upon a butt of sack, which the sailors heaved

wver-board, by this bottle ! which I made of the bark
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of a tree, with mine own hands, since I was cast

a-shore.

Cal. I'll swear, upon that bottle, to be thy

True subject 3 for the liquor is not earthly.

Ste. Here
J
swear then how thou escap'dst.

Trin. Swam a-shore, man^ like a duckj I can swim
like a duck, I'll be sworn.

Ste. Here, kiss the book : Though thou canst swim
like a duck, thou art made like a goose,

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this ?

Ste. The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a rock

by the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How no^v,

moon-calf ? how does thine ague ?

Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven?

Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee : I was the

man in the moon, when time was.

Cal. I have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee
;

My mistress shewed me thee, thy dog, and bush,

Ste. Come, swear to thatj kiss the book: I will fur-

nish it anon with new contents : swear.

Trin. By this good light, this is a very shallow mon-
ster:—I afeard of him?—a very weak monster:—The
man i' the moon ?—a most poor credulous monster :

—

Well drawn, monster, in good sooth.

Cal. I'll shew thee every fertile inch o' th' island j

And kiss thy foot ; I pr'ythee, be my god.

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken

monster 5 when his god's asleep, he'll rob his bottle.

Cal. I'll kiss thy foot : I'll swear myself thy subject.

Ste. Come on then ; down, and swear.

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this pui^y-
headed monster: A most scurvy monster! I could find

in my heart to beat him^

—
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Ste. Come, kiss.

Trin. —but that the poor monster's in drink : An
abominable monster

!

Cal. I'll shew thee the best springs j I'll phick thee

berries
;

I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough.

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve !

I'll bear him no more sticks, but follow thee.

Thou wond'rous man.
Trin. A most ridiculous monster^ to make a wonder

of a poor drunkard.

Cal. 1 pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow ,

And I with my long naik will dig thee pig-nuts
;

Shew thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how
To snare the nimble marmozet ; I'll bring thee

To clust'ring filberds, and sometimes I'll get thee

Young sea-mells from the rock : Wilt thou go with me ?

Ste. I pr'ythee now, lead the way, without any more
talking.—^Trinculo, the king and all our company else

being drowned, we will inherit here.—Here ; bear my
bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by and by again.

Cal. Farewell master ; farewell, farewell.

[^Sings drunkenly.

Trin. A howling monster j a drunken monster.

Cal. No more dams Til makeforfish:
Norfetch infiring
At requiring,

Nor scrape trenchering, nor wash dish ;

'Ban 'Ban, Ca— Caliltan,

Has a new master— Get a new man.

Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, hey-

day, freedom !

Sle. O brave monster ! lead the way. [Exeunt.
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ACT III.

SCENE l.—Before Prospero's Cell.

Enter Ferdinand, bearing a log.

Fer. There be some sports are painful j but their

labour

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness

Are nobly undergone j and most poor matters

Point to rich ends. This my mean task would be

As heavy to me, as 'tis odious -, but

The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead^

And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is

Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed
;

And he's composed of harshness. I must remove
Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up.

Upon a sore injunction : My sweet mistress

Weeps when she sees me work -, and says, such base-

ness

Had ne'er like executor. I forget

:

But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours j

Most busy-less, when I do it.

Enter Miranda -, and Prospero at a distance.

Mira. Alas, now ! pray you.

Work not so hard : I would, the light'ning had

Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile !

Pray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns,

'Twill weep for having wearied you : My father

Is hard at study
;
pray now, rest yourself

5

He's safe for these three hours.

Fer. O most dear mistress.
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The sun will set, before I shall discharge

What I must strive to do.

Mira. If you'll sit down,

rU bear your logs the while : Pray, give me that -,

I'll carry it to the pile,

Fer. No, precious creature

:

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back.

Than you should such dishonour undergo.

While I sit lazy by.

Mira. It would become me
As well as it does you : and I should do it

With much more ease ; for my good will is to it.

And yours against.

Pro. Poor worm ! thou art infected >

This visitation shews it.

Mira. You look wearily.

Fer. No, noble mistress j 'tis fresh morning with

me.

When you are by at night, I do beseech you,

(Chiefly, that I might set it in my prayers,)

What is your name ^

Mira. Miranda :—O my father,

I have broke your best to say so !

Fer. Admir'd Miranda
Indeed, the top of admiration j worth
WTiat's dearest to the world ! Full many a lady

I have ey'd with best regard 3 and many a time

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage-

Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues

Have I lik'd several women j never any

With so full soul, but some defect in her

Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd.

And put it to the foil : But you, O you.
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So perfect, and so peerless, are created

Of every creature's best.

Mira. I do not know
One of my sex ; no woman's face remember.

Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen

More that I may call men, than you, good friend.

And my dear father : how features are abroad,

I am skill-less of 5 but, by my modesty,

(The jewel in my dower,) I would not wish

Any companion in the world but you -,

Nor can imagination form a shape.

Besides yourself, to like of : But I prattle

Something too wildly, and my father's precept*

Therein forget,

Fer. I am, in my condition,

A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king
j

(I would, not so !) and would no more endure

This wooden slavery, than I would suffer

The flesh-fly blow my mouth.—Hear my soul speak;—
The very instant that I saw you, did

My heart fly to your service ; there resides.

To make me slave to it j and for your sake.

Am I this patient log-man.

Mira. Do you love me ?

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this sound.

And crown what I profess with kind event.

If I speak true j if hollowly, invert

What best is boded me, to mischief! I,

Beyond all limit of what else i' th* world.

Do love, prize, honour you.

Mira. I am a fool.

To weep at what I am glad of.

Pro. Fair encounter
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Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace

On that which breeds between them !

Per. Wherefore weep you ?

Mlra. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer

What I desire to give j and much less take.

What I shall die to want : But this is trifiing

;

And all the more it seeks to hide itself.

The bigger bulk it shews. Hence, bashftd cunning !

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence !

I am your wife, if you will marry me ;

If not, I'll die your maid : to be your feUow
You may deny me 5 but I'll be your ser^ant^

Whether you will or no.

Fer. My mistress, dearest.

And I thus humble ever.

Mira. My husband then ?

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing

As bondage e'er of freedom : here's my hand.

Mlra. And mine, with my heart in't : And now fare-

well.

Till half an hour hence.

Fer. A thousand ! thousand !

lExeunt Fer. and Miea„
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be.

Who are surpriz'd with all : but my rejoicing

At nothing can be more. I'll to my book
j

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform
Much business appertaining. lExit.
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SCENE II.

—

Another part of the Island,

Enter Stephano ayid Trinculo j Caliban following

with a bottle.

Ste. Tell not mej—when the butt is out, we will

drink water ; not a drop before : therefore bear up,

and board 'em : Servant-monster, drink to me.

Trin. Servant-monster ? the folly of this island

!

They say, there's but five upon this isle : we are three

of them
J

if the other two be brained like us, the state

totters.

Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee j thy

eyes are almost set in thy head.

Trin. Where should they be set else ? he were a brave

monster indeed, if they were set in his tail.

Ste. My man-monster hath drowned his tongue in

sack : for my part, the sea cannot drown me : I swam,

ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty leagues,

oflF and on, by this light.—Thou shalt be my lieutenant^

monster, or my standard.

Trin. Your lieutenant, if you list 3 he's no standard.

Ste. We'll not run, monsieur monster.

Trin. Nor go neither : but you'll lie, like dogs j and

yet say nothing neither.

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou beest

a good moon-calf.

Cat. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy shoe :

I'll not serve him, he is not valiant.

Trin. Thou liest, most ignorant monster j I am in

case to justle a constable : Why, thou deboshed fish

thou, was there ever man a coward, that hath drunk
so much sack as I to-day ? Wilt thou tell a monstrous

lie, being but half a fish, and half a monster ?

VOL- I. V
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Cal. ho, how he mocks me ! wilt thou let him, my
lord?

Trin. Lord, quoth he !—that a monster should be

such a natural

!

Cal. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr'ythee.

Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head 5 if

you prove a mutineer, the next tree—^The poor mon-
ster's my subject, and he shall not suffer indignity.

Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas'd

To hearken once again the suit I made thee ?

Ste. Marry will I : kneel and repeat it 5 I will standi,

and so shall Trineulo.

Enter Ariel, invisible

Cal. As I told thee

Before, I am subject to a tyrant j

A sorcerer, that by his cunning hath

Cheated me of this island.

Ari. Thou liest.

Cal. Thou liest, thou jesting monkey, thou

;

I would, my valiant master would destroy thee :

I do not lie.

Ste. Trineulo, if you trouble him any more in his

tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth.

Trin. Why, I said nothing.

Ste. Mum then, and no more.—[7\> Caliban.}

Proceed.

Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle
j

From me he got it. If thy greatness will

Revenge it on him—for, I know, thou dar'st ;

But this thing dare not.

Ste. That's most certain.

Cal. Thou shalt be lord of it^ and I'll serve thee.
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Ste. How now shall this be compassed ? Canst thou

bring me to the party ?

Cal. Yea, yea, my lord j I'll yield him thee asleep.

Where thou may'st knock a nail into his head.

Ari. Thou liest, thou canst not.

Cal. What a pied ninny's this ? Thou scurvy patch !

—

I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows.

And take his bottle from him : when that's gone.

He shall drink nought but brine j for I'll not shew him
Where the quick freshes are.

Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger : interi-upt

the monster one word further, and, by this hand, I'U

turn my mercy out of doors, and make a stock-fish of

thee.

Tri7i. Why, what did I ? I did nothing j I'll go fur-

ther off.

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied ?

Ari. Thou liest.

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. [^Strikes him.li As you
like this, give me the lie another time.

Trin. I did not give the lie :—Out o' your wits, and
hearing too ? A pox o' your bottle ! this can sack,

and drinking do.—A murrain on your monster, and
the devil take your fingers !

Cal. Ha, ha, ha

!

Ste. Now, foi-ward with your tale. Pr'ythee stand

further off.

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time,

I'll beat him too.

Ste. Stand further.—Come, proceed.

Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him
V th' afternoon to sleep: there thou may'st braia

him>
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Ha\ing first seiz'd his books ; or with a log

Batter his skull^ or paunch him with a stake.

Or cut his wezand with thy knife : Remember,
First to possess his books 3 for %\ithout them
He's but a sot, as I am, nor hath not

One spirit to command : They all do hate him.

As rootedly as I : Burn but his books
;

He has brave utensils, (for so he calls them,)

WTiich, when he has a house, he'll deck withal.

And that most deeply to consider, is

The beauty of his daughter ; he himself

Calls her a non-pareil : I ne'er saw woman.
But only Sycorax my dam, and she

5

But she as far surpasseth Sycorax,

As great'st does least. .

Ste. Is it so brave a lass ?

Cal. Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrant,

And bring thee forth brave bi'ood.

Ste. Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and

I will be king and queen
j

(save our graces!) and

Trinculo and thyself shall be viceroys :—Dost thou like

the plot, Trinculo ?

Trin. Excellent.

Ste. Give me thy hand j I am sorry I beat thee : but,

while thou livest, keep a good tongue in thy head.

Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep
j

Wilt thou destroy him then r

Ste. Ay, on mine honour.

j^ri. This will I tell my master.

Cal. Thou malt'st me merry : I am fall of pleasure :

Let us be jocund : Will you troll the catch

JTou taught me but while-ere ?

Sle. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any
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reason : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [Sings,

Flout 'em, and skout *em ; and shout 'em, andflout *em;

Thought isfree.

Cal. That s not the tune.

[Ariel plays the tune on a tahor and pipe,

Ste. What is this same ?

Trin. This is the tune of our catch, played by the

picture of No-body.

Ste. If thou beest a man, shew thyself in thy likeness

:

if thou beest a devil, take't as thou list.

Trin. O, forgive me my sins !

Ste. He that dies, pays all debts : I defy thee :—
Mercy upon us

!

Cat. Art thou afeard ?

Ste. No, monster, not I.

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is fall of noises.

Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not.

Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments

Will hmn about mine ears j and sometimes voices.

That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep,

WiU make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming.

The clouds, methought, would open, and shew riches

Ready to drop upon me j that, when I wak'd,

I cry'd to dream again.

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, where

I shall have my music for nothing.

Cal. When Prospero is destroyed.

Ste. Tliat shall be by and by : I remember the story.

Trin. The sound is going away : let's follow it, and

after, do ovir work.

Ste. Lead, monster ; we'll follow.—I would I could

see this taborer : he lays it on.
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Trin, Wilt come ? I'll follow, Stephano. [Exeunt.

SCENE III.

—

Another part of the Island.

Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonzalo,
Adrian, Francisco, and others.

Gon. By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir
5

My old bones ache : here's a maze trod, indeed.

Through forth-rights, and meanders ! by your patience,

I needs must rest me.

Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee^

Who am myself attach'd with weariness.

To the duUing of my spirits : sit down, and rest.

Even here I w ill put off my hope, and keep it

No longer for my flatterer : he is drown'd.
Whom thus we stray to find 3 and the sea mocks
Our frustrate search on land : WeU let him go.

Ant. I am right glad that he's so out of hope.

\_Aside to Sebastian.

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose

That you resolv'd to effect.

Seh. The next advantage

Will we take thoroughly.

Ant. Let it be to-night

;

For, now they are oppress'd with travel, they

WiU not, nor cannot, use such vigilance.

As when they are fresh.

Seb. I say, to-night : no more.

Solemn and strange musick ; and Prospero above, invi-

sible. Enter several strange shapes, bringing in a ban-

quet ; they dance about it with gentle actions of saluta-

tion ; and, inviting the king, ^c. to eat, they depart.

i



SCENE III. TEMPEST. 55

Alon. What harmony is this? my good friends, hark

!

Gon. Marvellous sweet musick !

Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ' What were
these ?

Seb. A living drollery : Now I will beheve.

That there are unicorns ; that, in Arabia

There is one tree, the phoenix' throne ; one phcenix

At this hour reigning there.

Ant. I'll believe both -,

And what does else want credit, come to me.

And I'll be sworn 'tis true : Travellers ne'er did lie.

Though fools at home condemn them.

Gon. If in Naples

I should report this now, would they believe me ?

If I should say, I saw such islanders,

(For, certes, these are people of the island,)

Who, though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note.

Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of

Our human generation you shall find

Many, nay, almost any.

Pro. Honest lord.

Thou hast said well j for some of you there present.

Are worse than devils. lAside

Alon. I cannot too much muse,

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, expressing

(Although they want the use of tongue,) a kind

Of excellent dumb discourse.

Pro. Praise in departing. ' [Aside.

Fran. They vanish'd strangely.

Seb. No matter, since

They have left their viands behind ; for we have sto-

machs.

—

Will't please you taste of what is here ?
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Alon. Not I.

Gon. Faithj sir^ you need not fear : When we were

boySj

Who would believe that there were mountaineers,

Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose thi*oats had hanging at

them
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men.

Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we
find.

Each putter-out on five for one, vnR bring us

Good warrant of.

Alan. I will stand to, and feed.

Although my last : no matter, since I feel

The best is past :—Brother, my lord the duke.

Stand too, and do as we.

Thunder and lightning. Enter Ariel like a harpy ; claps

his wings upon the table, and, with a quaint device, the

banquet vanishes.

Ari. You are three men of sin, whom destiny

(That hath to instrument this lower world.

And what is in't,) the never-surfeited sea

Hath caused to belch up 5 and on this island

Where man doth not inhabit
5
you 'mongst men

Being most unfit to live, I have made you mad ;

[Seeing Alon. Seb. Sfc. draw their swords.

And even with such like valour, men hang and drown
Their proper selves. You fools ! I and my fellows

Are ministers of fate j the elements

Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well

Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs

Kill the still-closing waters, as diitiinish

One dowle that's in my plume j my fellow-ministers
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Are like invulnerable : if you could hurt^

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths.

And will not be uplifted : But^ remember,
(For that's my business to you,) that you three

From Milan did supplant good Prospero
;

Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it.

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed

The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have

Incens'd the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures.

Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso,

They have bereft j and do pronounce by me.
Ling'ring perdition (worse than any death

Can be at once,) shall step by step attend

You, and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you from
(Wliich here, in this most desolate isle, else falls

Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart's sorrow.

And a clear life ensuing.

He vanishes in thunder: then, to soft musick, enter the

Shapes again, and dance with mops and mowes, and carry

out the table.

Pro. lAside."] Bravely the figure of this harpy hast

thou

Perform'd, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring :

Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated.

In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life.

And observation strange, my meaner ministers

Their several kinds have done : my high charms work.

And these, mine enemies, are all knit up
In their distractions : they now are in my power ;

And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit

Young Ferdinand, (whom they suppose is drown'd,)

And his and my loved darling. lExit Pro. /row above.
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Gon. r th' name of something holy^ sir, why stand

you

In this strange stare?

Alon. Oj it is monstrous ! monstrous !

Methoughtj the billows spoke, and told me of it
5

The winds did sing it to me j and the thunder.

That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd

The name of Prosper 3 it did bass my trespass.

Therefore my son i' th' ooze is bedded 3 and

I'll seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded.

And mth him there lie mudded. [Exit.

Seb. But one fiend at a time,

I'll fight their legions o'er.

Ant. I'll be thy second.

\_Exeunt Seb, and Ant.

Gon. All three of them are desperate 3 their great

guilt.

Like poison given to work a great time after.

Now 'gins to bite the spirits :—I do beseech you

That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly.

And hinder them from what this ecstasy

May now proToke them to

Adv. Follow, I pray you,

^Exeunt.
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ACT IV.

SCENE I.—J?e/ore Prospero's Cell

Enter Prospero, Ferdinand, and Miranda.

Pro. If 1 have too austerely punish'd you.

Your compensation makes amends j for I

Have given you here a thread of mine own life.

Or that for which I live j whom once again

I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations

Were but my trials of thy love, and thou

Hast strangely stood the test : here, afore Heaven,

I ratify this my rich gift. O Ferdinand,

Do not smile at me, that I boast her off.

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise.

And make it halt behind her.

Fer. I do believe it.

Against an oracle.

Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition

Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter : But
If thou dost break her virgin knot before

All sanctimonious ceremonies may
With full and holy rite be minister'd.

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fell

To make this contract grow ; but barren hate,

Sour-ey'd disdain, and discord, shall bestrew

The union of your bed with weeds so loathly.

That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed.

As Hymen's lamps shall light you.

Fer. As I hope

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life.

With such lore as 'tis now 3 the mxu-kiest den.
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The most opportune place, the strong'st suggestion

Our worser Genius can, shall never melt

Mine honour into lust ; to take away

The edge of that day's celebration.

When I shall think or Phoebus' steeds are founder'd.

Or night kept chain'd below.

Pro. Fairly spoke :

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own.'

—

What, Ariel ; my industrious servant Ariel

!

Enter Ariel.

Ari. What would my potent master ? here I am.

Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service

Did worthily perform j and I must use you

In such another trick : go, bring the rabble.

O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this place

:

Incite them to quick motion 3 for I must
Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple

Some vanity of mine art j it is my promise.

And they expect it from me.

Ari. Presently ?

Pro. Ay, with a twink.

Ari. Before you can say, Comey and go.

And breathe twice -, and cry, so, so

;

Each one, tripping on his toe.

Will be here with mop and mowe :

Do you love me, master? no.

Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel : Do not approach.

Till thou dost hear me call.

Ari, Well I conceive. [Exit,

Pro. Look, thou be true j do not give dalliance

Too much the rein 5 the strongest oaths are straw

To th' fire i' th' blood : be more abstemious.
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Or else good nighty your vow !

Fer. I warrant you, sir >

The white-cold virgin snow upon my heart

Abates the ardour of my liver.

Pro. WeU.-^
Now come, my Ariel 3 bring a corollary.

Rather than want a spirit ; appear, and pertly.—-

No tongue j all eyes j be silent. [Soft muskk.

A Masque, Enter Iris.

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas

Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease
;

Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep.

And flat iiieads thatch'd with stover, them to keep
j

Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims.

Which spongy April at thy hest betrims.

To make cold nymphs chaste crovms j and thy broom
groves,

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves.

Being lass-lorn 5 thy pole-clipt vineyard

;

And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard.

Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o' th' sky.

Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I,

Bids thee leave these -, and with her sovereign grace^,

Here on this grass-plot, in this very place.

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain |

Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain.

Enter Ceres.

Cer. Hail, many-colour'd messenger, that ne'er

Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter
j

Who, vdth thy saffron wings, upon my flowers

Diflfusest honey-drops^ refreshing showers j
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And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown

My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down.

Rich scarf to my proud earth ; Why hath thy queen

Summon'd me hither, to this short-grass'd-green ?

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate 3

And some donation freely to estate

On the bless'd lovers.

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow^

If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know.
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot

The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got.

Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company *j

I have forsworn. f

Iris. Of her society i

Be not afraid -, I met her deity J
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son

Dove-drawn with her : here thought they to have

done

Some wanton charm upon this man and maid.

Whose vows are, that no bed-rite shall be paid

Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain
;

Mars's hot minion is return'd again
5

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows.

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with spar-

rows.

And be a boy right out.

Cer. Highest queen of state.

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait.

Enter Juno.

Jun. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me.
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be.

And honour'd in their issue.
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SONG.

Juno. HonouTy riches, marriage-hlessing.

Long continuance, and increasing.

Hourly joys be still upon you !

Juno sings her blessings on you.

Ceres. Earth's increase, andfoison plenty.

Barns, and garners never empty

;

Vines, with clust'ring bunches growing ;

Plants, with goodly burden bowing ;

Spring come to you, at thefarthest.

In the very end of harvest !

Scarcity, and want, shall shun you ;

Ceres' blessing so is on you.

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and

Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold

To think these spirits ?

Pro. Spirits, which by mine art

I have from their confines call'd to enact

My present fancies.

Fer. Let me live here ever
j

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife.

Make this place Paradise.

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Iris on employment.

Pro. Sweet now, silence
j

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously
;

There's something else to do : hush, and be mute.

Or else our spell is marr'd.

Iris. You nymphs, caU'd Naiads, of the wand'ring

brooks.

With your sedg'd crowns, and ever-harmless looks.

Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land

Answer your summons ; Juno does command :

Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate

A contract of true love 3 be not too late.
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Enter certain Nymphs,

You sun-burn'd sicklemen, of August weary.

Come hither fro ai the furi'ow, and be merry ;

Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on,

\nd these fresh nymphs encounter every one

In country footing.

Enter certain Reapers, properly habited : they join with

the Nymphs in a graceful dance; towards the end whereoj

Vrospero starts suddenly, and speaks; after which, to

a strange, hollow, and confused noise, they heavily vanish.

Pro. [Aside.'] I had forgot that foul conspiracy

Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates.

Against my life -, the minute of their plot

Is almost come.— [To the Spirits.] Well done -,—avoid 3

—no more.

Fer. This is most strange : your father's in some
passion

That works him strongly.

Mira. Never till this day.

Saw I him touch'd witli anger so distemper'd.

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort.

As if you were dismay'd : be cheerful, sir :

Our revels now are ended : these our actors.

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and
Are melted into air, into thin air

:

And, like the baseless fabrick of this vision.

The cloud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaces.

The solemn temples, the great globe itself.

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve
;

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded.

Leave not a rack behind . We are such stuff



SCENE 1. TEMPEST. [ F ]

As dreams are made of, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex'd
;

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is troubled.

Be not disturb'd with my infirmity :

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell.

And there repose ; a turn or two I'll walk.

To still my beating mind.

Fer, Mira. We wish your peace.

\_Exeunt,

Pro. Come with a thought :—I thank you :—^Ariel,

come.

Enter Ariel.

Jri. Thy thoughts I cleave to : What's thy pleasure ?

Pro. Spirit,

We must prepare to meet with Caliban.

Ari. Ay, my commander : when I pi'esented Ceres,

I thought to have told thee of it -, hut I fear'd.

Lest I might anger thee.

Fro. Say again, where didst thou leave these varlets ?

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drink-

ing^

So full of valour, that they smote the air

For breathing in their faces j beat the ground

For kissing of their feet : yet always bending

Towards their project : Then I beat my tabor,

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their ears,

Advanc'd their eye-lids, lifted up their noses.

As they smelt musick ; so I charm'd their ears.

That, calf-Uke, they my lowing foUow'd, through

Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, prickinggoss.. aiul thorns^

Which enter'd their frail shins : at last 1 left them
r th' filthy mantled pool beyond your cell.

Vol. I. p
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There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake

O'erstunk their feet.

Pro. This was well done^ my bird :

Thy shape invisible retain thou still

:

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither.

For stale to catch these thieves.

Ari. I go, I go. [Exit.

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature

Nurture can never stick 5 on whom my pains.

Humanely taken, all, aU lost, quite lost
j

And as, with age, his body uglier grows.

So his mind cankers : I will plague them all.

Re-enter Ariel loaden with glistering apparely 8^c.

Even to roaring :-^Cojne, hang them on this line.

Prospero and Ariel remain invisible. Enter Caliban,

Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet.

Cal. Pray you, tread softly, that the blind mole may
not

Hear a foot faU : we now are near his cell.

Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a harm-
less fairy, has done little better than played the Jack
with us.

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which
my nose is in great indignation.

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster ? If I should

take a displeasure against you ; look you,

—

Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster.

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still

:

Be patient, for the prize I'U bring thee to

Shall hood-wink this mischance : therefore, speak

softly,

Ajyi's hush'd as midnight yet.
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Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool,

—

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in

that, luonster, but an infinite loss.

Trin. That's more to me than my wetting- : yet this

is your harmless fairy, monster.

Ste. I wiW fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears

for my labour.

Cal. Pr'ythee,. my king, be quiet : Seest thou here.

This is the mouth o' th' cell : no noise, and enter •

Do that good mischief, which may make this island

Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban,,

For aye thy foot-licker.

Ste. Give me thy hand : I do begin to have bloody

thoughts,

Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer ! O worthy Stephano

!

look, what a wardrobe here is for thee !

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trasli,

Trin. O ho, monster j we know what belongs to a

frippery :—O king Stephano !

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo j by this hand^ I'll

have that gown.

Trin. Thy grace shall have it.

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you mean^

To doat thus on such luggage ? Let's along.

And do the murder first : if he awake.

From toe to crown he'll fill our skins with pinches
j

Make us strange stuff.

Ste. Be you quiet, monster.—Mistress line, is not

this myjerkin ? Now is the jerkin under the line: noVv,

jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, and prove a bald

jerkin.

Trin. Do, do : We steal by line and levels and't lilce

your grace.
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Ste. I thank thee for that jest 3 here's a garment

for't : wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am king of

this country: Steal by line and level, is an excellent pass

of pate ; there's another garment for't.

Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon your fin-

gers, and away with the rest.

Cal. I wUl have none on't : we shall lose our time^

And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes

With foreheads villainous low.

Ste. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear this

away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll turn you

out of my kingdom : go to, carry this.

Trin. And this.

Ste. Ay, and this.

A noise of hunters heard. Enter divers spirits, in shape of
hounds, and hunt them about ; Prospero and Ariel
setting them on.

Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey !

Ari. Silver ! there it goes. Silver !

Pro. Fury, Fury ! there, Tyrant, there ! hark, hark

!

[Cal. Ste. and Trin. are driven out.

Go, charge my goblins that they grind their joints

With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews

With aged cramps j and more pinch-spotted make
them.

Than pard, or cat o' mountain.

Ari. Hark, they roar.

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly : At this hour
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies :

Shortly shall all my labours end, and thou
Shalt have the air at fieedom : for a little,

Follow, and do me service. fExetrnt

I



SCENE I. TEMPEST. 69

ACT V.

SCENE I.—'Before the Cell o/Prospero.

Enter Prospero in his magick robes; and Ariel.

Pro. Now does my project gather to a head :

My charms crack not -, my spirits obey ; and time

Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day ?

Ari. On the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord.

You said our work should cease.

Pro. I did say so.

When first I rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit.

How fares the king and his ?

Ari. Confin'd together

In the same fashion as you gave in charge
3

Just as you left them, sir ; aU prisoners

In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell
3

They cannot budge, till your release. The king.

His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted
3

And the remainder mourning over them.

Brim-full of sorrow, and dismay ; but chiefly

Him you term'd, sir. The good old lord, Gonzalo ;

His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops

From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works

them.

That if you now beheld them, your affections

Would become tender.

Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit ?

Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human.

Pro. And mine shall.

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling

Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself.
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One of their kind, that relish all as sharply.

Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ?

Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the

quick.

Yet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury

Do I take part : the rarer action is

In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent.

The sole drift of my purpose doth extend

Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel

;

My charms I'll break, their senses I'll restore.

And they shall be themselves.

Ari. I'll fetch them, sir. lExit.

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and

groves
J

And ye, that on the sands with printless foot

Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him.

When he comes back
;
you demy-puppets, that

By moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make.
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime

Is to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice

To hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid

(Weak masters though ye be,) I have be-dimm'd
The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds.

And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault

Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder

Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak
With his own bolt : the strong-bas'd promontory
Have I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck'd up
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command.
Have wak'd their sleepers ; op'd, and let them forth

By my so potent art : But this rough magick
I here abjure : and, when I have requir'd

Some heavenly musick, (which even now I dO;,)
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To work mine end upon their senses, that

This airy charm is for, I'll break my staflF,

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth.

And, deeper than did ever plummet sound,

I'll drown my book. \_Solemn miisick.

Re-enter Ariel : after him, Alonso, with afrantick ges-

ture, attended by Gonzalo ; Sebastian and Antonio
in like manner, attended hy Adrian and Francisco :

they all enter the circle which Prospero had made, and

there stand charmed ; which Prospero observing, speaks.

A solemn air, and the best comforter

To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains.

Now useless, boil'd within thy skull ! There stand.

For you are spell-stopp'd.

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man^,

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine.

Fall fellowly drops.—The charm dissolves apace

;

And as the morning steals upon the night.

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle

Their clearer reason.—O my good Gonzalo,

My true preserver, and a loyal sir

To him thou follow'st ; I will pay thy graces

Home, both in word and deed.—Most cruelly

Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter

:

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act
;
—

Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebastian.—Flesh and

blood.

You brother mine, that entertain'd ambition,

Expell'd remorse and natine ; who, wdth Sebastian,

(Wliose inward pinches therefore are most strong,)

Would here have kill'd your king 3 I do forgive thee.
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Unnatural though thou art !—Their understanding

Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide

Will shortly fill the reasonable shores,

That now lie foul and muddy.—Not one of them.

That yet looks on me, or would know me :—Ariel,

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell
;

{Exit Ariel.

I mil dis-case me, and myself present.

As I was sometime Milan :—quickly, spirit
3

Thou shalt ere long be free.

Ariel re-enters, singing, and helps to attire Prospero.

Ari. IVhere the bee sucks, there suck I:

In a cowslip's hell I lie

:

There I couch when owls do cry.

On the hut's hack / do fly,

Jfter summer, merrily

:

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now.
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough.

Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel : I shall miss thee;

But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so.

—

To the king's ship, invisible as thou art

:

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep

Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain.

Being awake, enforce them to this place
;

And presently, I pr'ythee.

Ari. 1 drink the air before me, and return

Or e'er your pulse twice beat. [Exit Ariel.

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amazement
Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us

Out of this fearful country !

Pro. Behold, sir king.

The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero :

For more assurance that a living prince

Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body

;
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And to thee, and thy company, I bid

A hearty welcome.

Alon. Whe'r thou beest he, or no.

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me.

As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse

Beats, as of flesh an.i blood ; and, since I saw thee,

Th' afl^iction of my mind amends, with which,

I fear, a madness held me : this nmst ci'ave

(An if this be at all,) a most strange stoiy.

Thy dukedom I resign -, and do entreat

Thou pardon rae my wrongs :—But how should Pros-

pero

Be living, and be liere ?

Pro. First, noble friend.

Let me embrace thine age 5 whose honour cannot

Be measur'd, or confin'd.

Gon. Whether this be.

Or be not, I'll not swear.

Pro. You do yet taste

Some subtilties o' th' isle, that will not let you

Believe things certain :
—^Welcome, my friends all :—

But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded,

[Aside to Seb. and Ant.

I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you.

And justify you traitors ; at this time

I'll tell no' tales.

Seb. The devil speaks in him. lAsid£,

Pro. No :

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother

Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive

Thy rankest fault ; all of them ; and require

My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know,

Thou must restore.
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Alon. If thou beest Prospero,

Give us particulars of thy preservation :

How thou hast met us here, who three hours since

Were wreck'd upon this shore ; where I have lost, •

How sharp the point of this remembrance is !

My dear son Ferdinand.

Pro. I am woe for't, sir.

Alon. Irreparable is the loss ; and patience

Says, it is past her cure.

Pro. I rather think.

You have not sought her help j of whose soft grace.

For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid.

And rest myself content.

Alo?i. You the like loss ?

Pro. As great to me, as late ; and, portable

To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker

Than you may call to comfort you ; for I

Have lost my daughter.

Alon. A daughter ?

O heavens i that they were living both in Naples,

The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish

Myself were mudded in that oozy bed

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daughter'

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords

At this encounter do so much admire.

That they devour their reason ; and scarce think

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words

Are natural breath : but, howsoe'er you have

Been justled from your senses, know for certain.

That I am Prospero, and that very duke

Which was thrust forth of Milan j w ho most strangely

Upon this shore, where you were w reck'd, was landed.

To be the lord on't. No more yet of this

,
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For 'tis a chronicle of day by day.

Not a relation for a breakfast, nor

Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir

;

This cell's my court : here have I few attendants.

And subjects none abroad : pray you, look in.

My dukedom since you have given me again,

I will requite you with as good a things

At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye.

As much as me my dukedom.

The entrance of the Cell opens, and discovers Ferdinand

(fnd Miranda playing at chess.

Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false.

Fer. No, my dearest love,

I would not for the world.

Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms, you should

wrangle.

And I would call it fair play,

Alon. If this prove

A vision of the island, one dear son

Shall I twice lose.

Seb. A most high miracle !

Fer. Though the seas threaten they are merciful

:

I have curs'd them without cause.

[Fer. kneels to Alon.

Jlon. Now aU the blessingi

Of a glad father compass thee about

!

Arise, and say how thou cam'st here.

Mira. O ! wonder

!

How many goodly creatures are there here !

How beauteous mankind is ! O brave new world.

That has such people in't

!

Pro. 'Tis new to thee.
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Alon. What is this maid^ with whom thou wast at

play ?

Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours :

Is she the goddess that hath sever'd uSj

And brought us thus together ?

Fer. Sir, she's mortal ;

But, by immortal providence, she's mine

;

I chose her, when I could not ask my father

For his advice -, nor thought I had one : she

Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan^

Of whom so often I have heard renown.

But never saw before ; of whom I have

Receiv'd a second life, and second father

This lady makes him to me.

Alon. I am hers :

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I

Must ask my child forgiveness !

Pro. There, sir, stop
j

Let us not burden our remembrances
With a heaviness that's gone.

Gon. I have inly wept.

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods.

And on this couple drop a blessed crown
;

For it is you, that have chalk'd forth the way
Which brought us hither !

Alon. I say. Amen, Gonzalo !

Gon. Was Milan thrust ft'om Milan, that his issue

Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice

Beyond a comiuon joy ; and set it down
With gold on lasting pillars : In one voyage

Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis -,

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife.

Where he himself was lost 3 Prospero his dukedom^

I
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In a poor 'sle -, and all of us, ourselves,

When no man was his own.
^lon. Give me your hands : \_To Fer, and Mira.

Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart.

That (loth not wish you joy !

Gon. Be't so ! Amen !

Re-enter Ariel, with the Master and Boatsw^ain amazedly

following.

look, sir, look, sir ; here are more of us !

1 prophesied, if a gallows were on land.

This fellow could not drown :—Now, blasphemy.

That swear'st grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore ?

Hast thou no mouth by land ? What is the news ?

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found

Our king, and company : the next our ship,

—

Which, but three glasses since, we gave out split,

—

Is tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when
We first put out to sea.

Ari. Sir, all this service "^

Have I done since I went. \Aside.

Pro. My tricksy spirit ! )
Alon. These are not nahind events 3 they strengthen.

From strange to stranger :—Say, how came you hither ?

Boats. If I did think, sir, I were well awake,

I'd strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep.

And (how, we know not,) all clapp'd under hatches,

WTiere, but even now, with strange and several noises

Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains.

And more diversity of sounds, all horrible.

We were awak'd j straitway, at liberty :

Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld

Our royal, good, and gallant ship ; our master
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Capering to eye her : On a trice, so please you.

Even in a dream, were we divided from them.

And were brought moping hither,

Ari. Was't well done ? "^

Pro. Bravely, my diligence. Thou shalt be ^Aside,

free. )
Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod :

And there is in this business more than nature

Was ever conduct of : some oracle

Must rectify our knowledge.

Pro. Sir, my liege.

Do not infest your mind with beating on
The strangeness of this business ; at pick'd leisure.

Which shall be shortly, single 111 resolve you
(^Which to you shall seem probable,) of every

These happen'd accidents : till when, be cheerful.

And think of each thing well.—Come hither, spirit 5

Set Caliban and his companions free : \_Aside.

Untie the spell, [Ex. Ariel.] How fares mygracious sir ?

There are yet missing of your company
Some few odd lads, that you remember not.

Re-enter Ariel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and
Trinculo, in their stolen apparel.

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no man
take care for himself j for all is but fortune •.'—Coragio,

bully-monster, Coragio

!

Trin. If these be true spies which I wear in my head,

here's a goodly sight.

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spirits, indeed !

How fine my master is ! I am afraid

He will chastise me.
Seb. Ha, ha 5
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What tilings are these, my lord Antonio

!

Will money buy them ?

Ant. Very like ; one of them
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable.

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lords.

Then say, if they be true :—^This mis-shapen knave,

—

His mother was a witch ; and one so strong

That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs.

And deal in her command, without her power

:

These three have robb'd me ; and this demi-devil

(For he's a bastard one,) had plotted with them
To take my life : two of these fellows you

Must know, and own ; this thing of darkness I

Acknowledge mine.

Cal. I shall be pinch'd to death.

Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ?

Seh. He is drunk now : where had he wine ?

Alon. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : Where should they

Find this grand liquor that hath gilded them ?

—

How cam'st thou in this pickle ?

Trin. I have been in such a pickle, since I saw you
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones : I

shall not fear fly-blowing.

Seh. Why, how now, Stephano ?

Ste. O, touch me not; Iam not Stephano, but a cramp.

Pro. Youd be king of the isle, sirrah ?

Ste. I should have been a sore one then.

Alon. This is as strange a thing as e'er T look'd on,

[Pointing to Caliban,

Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners.

As in his shape :—Go, sirrah, to my cell -,

Take with you your companions ; as you look

To have my pardon, trim it handsomely.
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Cat. Ay, that I will ; and I'll be wise hereafter.

And seek for grace : What a thrice-double ass

Was I, to take this drunkard for a god.

And worship this dull fool ?

Pro. Go to ; away !

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you
found it.

Seb. Or stole it, rather, [Exeunt Cal. Ste, andTniN.

Pro. Sir, I invite your highness, and your train.

To my poor cell : where you shall take your rest

For this one night ; which (part of it,) I'll waste

With such discourse, as, I not doubt, shall make it

Go quick away : the story of my life.

And the particular accidents, gone by.

Since I came to this isle : And in the morn,
I'll bring you to your ship, and so to Naples.

Where I have hope to see the nuptial

Of these our dear-beloved solemniz'd
;

And thence retire me to my Milan, where
Ever}' third thought shall be my grave.

Alon. I long
To hear the story of your life, which nrnst

Take the ear strangely.

Pro. I'll deliver all
j

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales.

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch

Your royal fleet far oif.—My Ariel y—chick,

—

That is thy charge ; then to the elements

Be free, and fare thou well [—[aside.'] Please you draw
near. [Exeunt.



EPILOGUE,

SrOKEN BY PROSPERO.

NOW my charms are all overthrown.

And what strength I have's mine own ;

Which is most faint : now, 'tis true,

I must be here confined by you.

Or sent to Naples : Let me not.

Since I have my dukedom got.

And pardon d the deceiver, dwell

In this bare island, by your spell:

But release mefrom my bands.

With the help of your good hands.

Gentle breath of yours my sails

Must fill, or else my project fails,

Which was to please : Now I want

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant

;

And my ending is despair,

Unless I be relieved by prayer

;

Which pierces so, that it assaults

Mercy itself, and frees allfaidts.

As jjoufrom crimes would pardon'd be,

Let your indulgence set me free.

Vol
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Two Gentlemen of Verona.3 Some of the incidents in

this play may be supposed to have been taken from TTie

Arcadia, Book I. chap. vi. where Pyrocles consents to head
the Helots. (The Arcadia was entered on the books of the

Stationers' Company, Aug. 23d, 1588.) The love-adventure

of Julia resembles that of Viola in Twelfth Night, and is

indeed common to many of the ancient novels. Steevens.

Mrs. Lenox observes, and I think not improbably, that

the story of Proteus and Julia miglut be taken from a similar

one in the Diana of George oiMontemayor.—" This pastoral

romance," says she, " was translated from the Spanish in

Shakespeare's time." I have seen no earlier translation

than that of Bartholomew Yong, who dates his dedication

in November 1 598 ; and Meres, in his WiVs Treasury

y

printed the same year, expressly mentions the Two Gentle-

men of Verona. Indeed Montemayor was translated two or

three years before, by one Thomas Wilson ; but this work,
I am persuaded, was never published entirely : perhaps some
parts of it were, or the tale might have been translated by
othei'S. However, Mr. Steevens says, very truly, that this

kind of love-adventure is frequent in the old novelists.

Farmer.

There is no earlier translation of the Diana entered on
the books of the Stationers' Company, than that of B,

Yong, Sept. 1598. Many translations, however, after they

were licensed, were capriciously suppressed. Among others.

The Decameron of Mr. John Boccace, Florentine," was
" recalled by my lord of Canterbuiy's commands."

Steevens.

It is observable (I know not for what cause) that the style

of this comedy is less figurative, and more natural and un-

affected, than the greater part of this author's, though sup-

posed to be one of the first he wrote. Pope.

It may very well be doubted whether Shakespeare had any
other hand in this play than the enlivening it with some
speeches and lines thrown in here and there, which are

easily distinguished, as being of a different stamp from the

rest. Hanmer.



To this observation of Mr. Pope, which is ver>' just, Mr,
Theobald has added, that this is one of Shakespeare's worst
plays, and is less corrupted than any other. Mr. Upton pe-
remptorily determines, that ifanyproof can he drawnfrom
manner and style, this play must be sent packing, and seek

for itsparent elsewhere. How otherwise, says he, dopainters

distinguish copies from originals ? and have not authors
their peculiar style and manner, from which a true critic

canform as unerringjudgement as a painter ? I am afraid

this illustration of a critic's science will not prove what is

desired. A painter knows a copy from an original by rules

somewhat resembling those by which critics know a transla-

tion, which, if it be literal, and literal it must be to resem-
ble the copy of a picture, will be easily distinguished. Copies

are known from originals, even when the painter copies his

own picture ; so, if an author should literally translate his

work, he would lose the manner of an original.

Mr. Upton confounds the copy of a picture with the imita-

tion of a painter's manner. Copies are easily known ; but
good imitations are not detected with equal certainty, and
are, by the best judges, often mistaken. Nor is it true that

the writer has always peculiarities equally distinguishible

with those of the painter. The peculiar manner of each
arises from the desire, natural to every performer, of facili-

tating his subsequent work by recurrence to his former ideas ;

this recurrence produces that repetition which is called

habit. 'J'he painter, whose work is partly intellectual and
partly manual, has habits of the mind, the eye, and the

hand ; the writer has only habits of the mind. Yet, some
painters have ditfered as much from themselves as hom any
other ; and I have been told, that there is little resemblance

between the first works of Raphatl and the last. The sime
variation may be expected in writers ; and if it be true, as

it seems, that they are less subject to habit, the difference

between their works may be yet greater.

But by the internal marks of a composition we may dis-

cover the author with probabiHty, though seldom with cer-

tainty. When I read this play, I cannot but think that I

find, both in the serious and ludicrous scenes, the language

and sentiments of Shakespeare. It is not indeed vwe of his

most powerful effusions; it has neither many div rsities of

character, nor striking delineations of life ; tut it abounds



in yvtti/xoM beyond most of his plays, and few have more lines

or passages, which, singly considered, are eminently beauti-

ful. I am yet inclined to believe that it was not very success-

ful, and suspect that it has escaped corruption, only because

being seldom played, it was less exposed to the hazards of

transcription. Johnson.

This comedy, I believe, was written in 1595. See An
Attempt to ascertain the Order of Shakespeare's PlaySy

Vol. II. Malone.

PERSONS REPRESENTED,

Duke of Mii^kTHifather to Silvia.

Valentine,") ^ ^, ^,.
r,

>• Gentlemen or Verona.
Proteus, J

*^

Antonio,ya^^er to Proteus.

Thurio, afoolish rival to Valentine.

Eglamour, agentfor Silvia, in her escape.

Speed, a clownish servant to Valentine.

Launce, servant to Proteus.

Panthino, servant to Antonio.

Hosty where Julia lodges in Milan.

Out-laws.

Julia, a lady o/* Verona, beloved by Proteus.

Silvia, the duke's daughter^ beloved by Valentine.

LucETTA, waiting-woman to Julia.

Servants, musicians.

SCENE, sometimes in Verona ; sometimes in Milan ; and
on thefrontiers o/"Mantua,



TWO GENTLEMEN

OF

VERONA.

ACT 1.

SCENE I.

—

An open place in Verona.

Enter Valentine and Proteus.

Val. Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus
j

Home-keeping youth have ever homely wits :

Wer't not, affection chains thy tender days

To the sweet glances of thy honour'd love,

I rather would entreat thy company.

To see the wonders of the world abroad.

Than living dully sluggardiz'd at home,

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness.

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein.

Even as I would, when I to love begin.

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adieu

!

Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest

Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel

:

Wish me partaker in thy happiness.
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When thou dost meet good hap ; and^ in thy danger^

If ever danger do environ thee.

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers.

For I will be thy bead's-man, Valentine.

Val. And on a love-book pray for my success.

Pro. Upon some book I love, I'll pray for thee.

Val. That's on some shallow story of deep love.

How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont.

Pro. That's a deep story of a deeper love
;

For he was more than over shoes in love.

Val. 'Tis true j for you are over boots in love.

And yet you never swom the Hellespont.

Pro. Over the boots ? nay, give me not the boots.

Val. No, I'll not, for it boots thee not.

Pro. What ?

Val. To be

In love, where scorn is bought with groans 3 coy looks.

With heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment's mirth.

With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights :

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain

;

If lost, why then a grievous labour won -,

However, but a folly bought with wit.

Or else a wit by folly vanquished.

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool.

Val. So, by your circumstance, I fear, you'll prove.

Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at j I am not Love.

Val. Love is your master, for he masters you :

And he that is so yoked by a fool,

Methinks should not be chronicled for wise.

Pro. Yet writers say. As in the sweetest bud
The eating canker dwells, so eating love

Inhabits in the finest wits of all.

Val. ^Vnd writers say. As the most forward bud



SCENE I. OF VERONA. 81)

Is eaten by the canker ere it blow.

Even so by love the young and tender wit

Is turn'd to foUy : blasting in the bud.

Losing his verdure even in the prime.

And all the fair effects of future hopes.

But wherefore waste I time to counsel thee.

That art a votary to fond desire ?

Once more adieu : my father at the road

Expects my coming, there to see me shipp'd.

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine.

Val. Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave.

At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters.

Of thy success in love, and what news else

Betideth here in absence of thy friend -,

And I likewise will visit thee with mine.

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan !

Val. As much to you at home ! and so, farewell.

lExit Valentine.

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love

:

He leaves his friends, to dignify them more j

I leave myself, my friends, and all for love.

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me

;

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time.

War with good counsel, set the woild at nought j

Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought.

Enter Speed.

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you : Saw you my master ?

Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan.

Speed. Twenty to one then, he is shipp'd already ;

And I have play'd the sheep, in losing him.

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray.

An if the shepherd be awhile away.



OO TWO GENTLEMEN act i.

Speed. You conclude that my master is a shepherd

then, and I a sheep ?

Pro. I do.

Speed. Why then my horns are his horns, whether I

wake or sleep.

Pro. A silly answer, and fitting well a sheep.

Speed. This proves rae still a sheep.

Pro. True ; and thy master a shepherd.

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a circumstance.

Pro. It shall go hard, but I'll prove it by another.

Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the

sheep the shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my
master seeks not me : therefore, I am no sheep.

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, the

shepherd for food follows not the sheep j thou for

wages foUowest thy master, thy master for wages fol-

lows not thee : therefore, thou art a sheep.

Speed. Such another proof will make me cry baa.

Pro. But dost thou hear ? gav'st thou my letter to

Julia?

Speed. Ay, sir : I, a lost mutton, gave your letter to

her, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, gave

me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labour.

Pro. Here's too small a pasture for such a store of

muttons.

Speed. If the ground be overcharged, you were best

stick her.

Pro. Nay, in that you are astray 3 'twere best pound
you.

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shall serv e me for

carrying your letter.

Pro. You mistake ; I mean the pound, a pinfold.

Speed, From a pound to a pin ? fold it over and over.
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Tis threefold too little for carrying a letter to your

lover.

Pro. But what said she ? did she nod ? [Speed nods.

Speed. I.

Pro. Nod, I ? why, that's noddy.

Speed. You mistook, sir j I say, she did nod : and
you ask me, if she did nod ; and I say, I.

Pro. And that set together, is—noddy.

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it

together, take it for y>our pains.

Pro. No, no, you shall have it for bearing the letter.

Speed. Well, I perceive, I must be fain to bear with

you.

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ?

Speed. Marry, sir, the letter very orderly 3 having

nothing but the word, noddy, for my pains.

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit.

Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow purse.

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief : What
said she ?

Speed. Open your purse^ that the money, and the

matter, may be both at once delivered.

Pro. Wellj sirj here is for your pains : What said

she?

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you'll hardly win her.

Pro. Why ? Could'st thou perceive so much from

her?

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her
5

no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your letter :

And being so hard to me that brought your mind, I

fear, she'll prove as hard to you in telling her mind.

Give her no token but stones 5 for she's as hard as

steel.
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Pro. What, said she nothing ?

Speed. No, not so much as

—

take this for thy pains.

To testify your bounty, I thank you, you have testern'cl

me 5 in requital whereof, henceforth carry your letters

yourself : and so, sir, I'll commend you to my master.

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from wreck)

Which cannot perish, having thee aboard.

Being destin'd to a drier death on shore :

—

I must go send some better messenger
;

I fear, my Julia would not deign my lines.

Receiving them from such a worthless post. [Exeunt.

SCENE II.

—

The same. Garden 0/ Julia's house.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. But say, Lucetta, now we are alone,

W^ould'st thou then counsel me to fall in love ?

Luc. Ay, madam -, so you stumble not unheedfuDy.

Jul. Of all the fair resort of gentlemen^

That eveiy day with parle encounter me.
In thy opinion, which is worthiest love ?

Luc. Please you, repeat their names, I'U shew my
mind

According to my shallow simple skill.

Jul. What think'st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ?

Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine 3

But, were I you, he never should be mine.

Jul. What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio ?

Luc. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so.

Jul. What think'st thou of the gentle Proteus ?

Luc. Lord, lord ! to see what folly reigns in us !

Jul. How now ! what means this passion at his name ?

Luc. Pardon^ dear madam ; 'tis a passing shame.
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That T, unworthy body as I am.

Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen.

Jul. Why not on Proteus, as of all the rest ?

Luc. Then thus, of many good I think him best.

Jul. Your reason ?

Luc. I have no other but a woman's reason

;

I think him so, because I think him so.

Jul. And would'st thou have me cast my love on
him ?

Luc. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away.

Jul. Why, he of all the rest hath never mov'd me.

Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye.

Jul. His little speaking shews his love but small.

Luc. Fire, that is closest kept, burns most of ull.

Jul. They do not love, that do not shew their love.

Luc. O, they love least, that let men know their love.

Jul. I would, I knew his mind.

Luc. Peinise this paper, madam.
Jul. To Julia,—Say, from whom ?

Luc. That the contents will shew.

Jul. Say, say j who gave it thee ?

Luc. Sir Valentine's page -, and sent, I think, from
Proteus :

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way.

Did in your name receive it
5
pardon the fault, I pray.

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker !

i)are you presume to harbour wanton lines ?

To whisper and conspire against my youth ?

Now, trust me, 'tis ah office of great worth.

And you an officer fit for the place.

There, take the paper, see it be return'd 3

Or else return no more into my sight,

Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee than hate.



94 TWO GENTLEMEN act i.

Jul. Will you be gone ?

Luc. That you may ruminate. lExH,

Jul. And yet, I would, I had o'erlook'd the letter.

It were a shame to call her back again.

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her.

What fool is she, that knows I am a maid.

And would not force the letter to my view ?

Since maids, in modesty, say No, to that

Which they would have the profferer construe. Ay,

Fie, fie ! how wayward is this foolish love.

That, like a testy babe, will scratch the nurse.

And presently, all humbled, kiss the rod !

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence.

When willingly I would have had her here

!

How angerly I taught my brow to frown.

When inward joy enforc'd my heart to smile !

My penance is, to call Lucetta back.

And ask remission for my folly past :—
What ho! Lucetta!

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc, What would your ladyship ?

Jul. Is it near dinner-time ?

Luc. I would it were 3

That you might kill your stomach on your meat.

And not upon your maid.

Jul. What is't you took up

o gingerly ?

Luc. Nothing.

Jul: Why did'st thou stoop then >

Luc, To take a paper up that I let fall.

Jul. And is that paper nothing ?

Luc, Nothing concerning me.
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Jul. Then let it lie 'for those that it concerns.

Luc. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns.

Unless it have a false interpreter.

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in rhyme.

Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune :

Give me a note : your ladyship can set.

Jul. As little by such toys as may be possible :

^est sing it to the tune of Light o' love.

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune.

Jul. Heavy ? belike, it hath some burden then.

Luc. Ay 5 and melodious were it, would you sing it,

Jul. And why not you ?

Luc. I cannot reach so high.

Jul. Let's see your song :—How now, minion ?

Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out

:

And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune.

Jul. You do not ?

Luc. No, madam ; it is too sharp.

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy.

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat.

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant

:

There wanteth but a mean to fill your song.

Jul. The mean is drown'd with your unruly base.

Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus.

Jul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me.

Here is a coil with protestation !— ^Tears the letter.

Go, get you gone j and let the papers lie :

You would be^ fingering them, to anger me.

Luc. She makes it strange 3 but she would be best

pleas'd

To be so anger'd with another letter. lExit.

Jul. Nay, would I were so anger'd with the same !

O hateful hands, to tear such loving words !
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Injurious wasps ! to feed on such sweet honey^

And kill the bees, that yield it, with your stings !

ril kiss each several paper for amends.

And, here is writ

—

kind Julia

;

—unkind Julia

!

As in revenge of thy ingratitude,

I throw thy name against the bruising stones.

Trampling contemptuously on thy disdain.

Look, here is writ

—

love-wounded Proteus:—'

Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed.

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heal'd 3

And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss.

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written down ?

Be calm, good wind, blow not a word away.

Till I have found each letter in the letter.

Except mine own name ; that some whirlwind bear

Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock.

And throw it thence into the raging sea

!

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ,

—

Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus,

To the sweet Julia ; that I'll tear away j

And yet I will not, sith so prettily

He couples it to his complaining names

;

Thus will I fold them one upon another

;

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you will.

Re-enter Lucetta.

Luc. Madam, dinner's ready, and your father stays.

Jul. Well, let us go.

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales here ?

Jul. If you respect them, best to take them up.

Luc. Nay, I was taken up for laying them down :

Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold.

Jul. I see you have a month's mind to them
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Luc. \y, madam, you may say what sights you see
j

I see things too, although you judge I wink,

Jul. Come^ come, will't please you go? [Exeunt,

SCENE III.

—

The same. A room in Antonio's house.

Enter Antonio and Panthino.

Ant. Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was that.

Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ?

Pan. 'Twas of his nephew Proteus^ your son.

Ant. Why, what of him ?

Pan. He wonder'd, that your lordship

Would suffer him to spend his youth at home
5

^Vhile other men, of slender reputation.

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out :

Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there

;

Some, to discover islands far away
j

Some, to the studious universities.

For any, or for all these exercises.

He said, that Proteus, your son, was meet.

And did request me, to importune you.

To let him spend his time no more at home.
Which would be great impeachment to his age.

In having known no travel in his youth.

Ant. Nor need'st thou much importune me to that

"Whereon this month I have been hammering.

I have consider'd well his loss of time
j

And how he cannot be a perfect man,

Not being try'd, and tutor'd in the world :

Experience is by industry achiev'd.

And perfected by the swift course of time :

Then, teU me, whither were I best to send him ?

VOL I, H
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Pan. I think, your lordship is not ignorant.

How his companion, youthful Valentine,

Attends the emperor in his royal court.

Ajit. I know it well.

Fan. 'Twere good, I think, your lordship sent hi";

thither

:

There shall he practise tilts and tournaments.

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen
j

And be in eye of every exercise,

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth.

Ant. I like thy counsel 3 well hast thou advis'd :

And, that thou may'st perceive how well I like it.

The execution of it shall make knowTi
5

Even with the speediest execution

I will despatch him to the emperor's court.

Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Alphonso,

With other gentlemen of good esteem.

Are journeying to salute the emperor.

And to commend their service to his will.

Ant. Good company ; with them shall Proteus go :

Andj in good time,—-now will we break with him.

Enter Proteus.

Pro, Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life !

Here is her hand, the agent of her heart
;

Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn :

O, that our fathers would applaud our loves.

To seal our happiness with their consents !

O heavenly Julia !

Ant. How now ? what letter are you reading there ?

Pro. May't please your lordship, 'tis a word or two
Of commendation sent from Valentine,

Deliver'd by a friend that came from him,
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Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news.

Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that he writes

How happily he lives, how well belov'd.

And daily graced by the emperor
;

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune.

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish r

Pro. As one relying on your lordship's will.

And not depending on his friendly wish.

Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish :

Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed
j

For what I will, I will, and there an end,

I am resolv'd, that thou shalt spend some time

With Valentinus in the emperor's court
;

What maintenance he from his friends receives.

Like exhibition thou shalt have fi'om me.

To-morrow be in readiness to go :

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory.

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided ;

Please you, deliberate a day or two.

Ant. Look, what thou want'st, shall be sent after

thee:

No more of stay 3 to-morrow thou must go.

—

Come on, Panthina^ you shall be employ'd

To hasten on his expedition. [Exeunt Ant. and Pan.

Pro. Thus have I shunn'd the fire, for fear of burn-

ing;

And drench'd me in the sea, where I am drownd

:

I fear'd to shew my father Julia's letter.

Lest he should take exceptions to my love >

And with the 'vantage of mine own excxise

Hath he excepted most against my love.

O, how this spring of love resembleth

Th' uncertain glory of an April day >
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Which now shows all the beauty of the sun.

And by and by a cloud takes all away !

Re-enter Panthino.

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you j

He is in haste, therefore, I pray you, go.

Pro. W hy, this it is ! my heart accords thereto ',

And yet a thousand times it answers, no. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.—Milan. An apartment in the Duke's

palace.

Enter Valentine and Speed,

Speed. Sir, your glove.

Val. Not mine 3 my gloves are on.

Speed. Why then this may be yours, for this is but

one.

Fal. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it's mine :

—

Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine !

Ah Silvia ! Silvia !

Speed. Madam Silvia ! madam Silvia !

Val. How now, sirrah ?

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir.

Val. Why, sir, who bade you call her ?

Speed. Your worship, sir ; or else I mistook.

Val. WeU, you'll still be too forward.

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too

slow.
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Val. Go to, sir 3 tell me, do you know madam
Silvia ?

Speed. She that your worship loves ?

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ?

Speed. Marrv", by these special marks : First, you have

learned, like sir Proteus, to wreath your arms like a

male-content ; to relish a love-song, like a Robin-red-

breast ; to walk alone, like one that had the pestilence
j

to sigh, like a school-boy that had lost his A. B. C ^ to

weep, like a young wench that had buried her gran-

dam ; to fast, like one that takes diet ; to watch, like

one that fears robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar

at Hallowmas. You were wont, when you laughed, to

crow like a cock ; when you walked, to walk like one

of the lions ; when you fasted, it was presently after

dinner ; when you looked sadly, it was for want of

money : and now you are metamorphosed with a mis-

tress, that, when I look on you, I can hardly think you

my master.

Fal. Are all these things perceived in me ?

Speed. They are all perceived without you.

Val. Without me ? they cannot.

Speed. Without you ? nay, that's certain, for, with-

out you were so simple, none else would : but you are

so without these follies, that these follies are within

you, and shine through you like the water in an urinal
j

that not an eye, that sees you, but is a physician to

comment on your malady.

Val. But, tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia ?

Speed. She, that you gaze on so, as she sits at

supper ?

Val. Hast thou observed that ? even she I mean.

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not.
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Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on her, and

yet knowest her not ?

Speed. Is she not hard favoured, sir ?

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured.

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough.

Vai. What dost thou know ?

Speed. That she is not so fair, as (of you) well fa-

voured.

Val. I mean, that her beauty is exquisite, but her

favour infinite.

Speed. That's because the one is painted, and the

other out of all count.

Val. How painted ? and how out of count ?

Speed. Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, that

no man counts of her beauty.

Val. How esteemest thou me ? I account of her

beauty.

Speed. You never saw her since she was deformed.

Val. How long hath she been deformed ?

Speed. Ever since you loved her.

Val. I have Loved her ever since I saw her } and still

I see her beautiful.

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her.

^Val. Why?
'^ Speed, Because love is blind. O, that you had mine
eyes ; or your o\vn had the lights they were wont to

have, when you chid at sir Proteus for going ungar-

tered

!

Val. What should I see then ?

Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing de-

formity : for he, being in love, could not see to garter

his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot see to put on
your hose.
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Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love; for last

morning you could not see to wipe my shoes.

Speed. True, sir ; I was in love with my bed : I

thank you, you swinged me for my love, which makes
me the bolder to chide you for yours.

Val. In conclusion, I stand affected to her.

Speed. I would you were set 3 so, your affection

would cease.

P'al. Last night she enjoined me to write some lines

to one she loves.

Speed. And have you ?

Fal. I have.

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ?

Val. No, boy, but as weU as I can do them :—Peace,
here she comes.

Enter Silvia.

Speed. O excellent motion ! O exceeding puppet

!

now will he interpret to her.

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good-mor-
rows.

Speed. O, give you good even ! here's a million of

manners. [Aside.

Sil. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thousand.

Speed. He should give her interest ; and she gives it

him.

Val. As you enjoin'd me, I have writ your letter.

Unto the secret nameless friend of yours
;

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in.

But for my duty to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you, gentle servant : 'tis verv clerkly

done.

Vcd. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off
^
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For, being" ignorant to whom it goes,

I writ at random, very doubtfully.

Sil. Perchance you think too much of so much
pains ?

ral. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write.

Please you command, a thousand times as much :

And yet,—

>

Sil. A pretty period ! WeU, I guess the sequel
j

And yet I will not name it :—and yet I care not 3—
And yet take this again j—and yet I thank you

j

Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more.

Speed. And yet you will ; and yet another yet.

[Aside.

Val. What means your ladyship ? do you not like it?

Sil. Yes, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ :

But since unwillingly, take them again 5

Nay, take them.

Fal. Madam, they are for you.

Sil. Ay, ay
J
you writ them, sir, at my request

j

But I will none of them j they are for you :

I would have had them writ more movingly.

Val. Please you, I'll write your ladyship another.

Sil. And, when it's writ, for my sake read it over :

And, if it please you, so ; if not, why, so.

Val. If it please me madam ! what then ?

Sil. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour j

And so good-morrow, servant. [Exit Silvia.

Speed. O jest unseen, inscrutable, invisible.

As a nose on a man's face, or a weathercock on a

steeple

!

My master sues to her 3 and she hath taught her suitor.

He being her pupil, to become her tutor.

O excellent device ! was there ever heard a better ?
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That my master, being scribe, to himself should write

the letter ?

Val. How now, sir ? what are you reasoning with

yourself ?

Speed. Nay, I was rhyming j 'tis you that have the

reason.

Fal To do what ?

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia.

Val To whom?
Speed. To yourself : why, she wooes you by a figure

Val. What figure ?

Speed. By a letter, I should say.

Val. Why, she hath not writ to me ?

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you

write to yourself ? Why, do you not perceive the jest ?

Val. No, believe me.

Speed. No believing you indeed, sir : But did you

perceive her earnest ?

Val. She gave me none, except an angry word.

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter.

Val. That's the letter I writ to her friend.

Speed. And that letter hath she deliver'd, and there

an end,

' Val. I would it were no worse.

Speed. I'll warrant you, 'tis as well

:

For often you have writ to her ; and she, in modesty.

Or else for want of idle time, could not again reply

;

Or fearing else some messenger, that might her mind dis-

cover.

Herself hath taught her love himself to write unto her

lover.—
All this I speak in print 3 for in print I found it.

—

Why muse you, sir? 'tis dinner time.
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Fal. I have dined.

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir : though the cameleon

Love can feed on the air, I am one that am nourished

by my victuals, and would fain have meat : O, be not

like your mistress 3 be moved, be moved. lExeunt.

SCENE IL—^Verona. A room in Julia's houae.

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia.

Jul. I must, where is no remedy.

Pro. When possibly I can, I will return.

Jul. If you turn not, you will return the sooner :

Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake.

\_Giving a ring.

Pro. Why then we'll make exchange ; here, take you

this.

Jul. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss.

Pri). Here is my hand for my true constancy 5

And when that hour o'er-slips me in the day.

Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake.

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance

Torment me for my love's forgetfulness !

My father stays my coming j answer not 3

The tide is now : nay, not the tide of tears

;

That tide will stay me longer than I should :

[Exit Julia

Julia, farewell.—What ! gone without a word ?

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak
5

For truth hath better deeds, than words^ to grace it.

Enter Panthino.

Pan, Sir Proteus, you are staid for.
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Pro. Go ', I come, I come :

—

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. [Exeunt

SCENE lU.^The same. A street.

Enter Launce, leading a dog.

Laun. Nay, 'twill be this hour ere I have done weep-
ing ', all the kind of the Launces have this very fault

:

I have received my proportion, like the prodigious

son, and am going with sir Proteus to the Imperial's

court. I think. Crab my dog be the sourest-natured

dog that lives : my mother weeping, my father wail-

ing, my sister crying, our maid howling, our cat

wringing her hands, and all our house in a great per-

plexity, yet did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one

tear : he is a stone, a very pebble-stone, and has no
more pity in him than a dog : a Jew would have wept
to have seen our parting j why, my grandam having no
eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my parting. Nay,

I'll show you the manner of it : This shoe is my fether
j—no, this left shoe is my father -,—no, no, this left

shoe is my mother y.—nay, that cannot be so neither

;

—yes, it is so, it is so j it hath the worser sole ; This

shoe, with the hole in it, is my mother, and this my
father j A vengeance on't \ there 'tis : now, sir, this

staff is my sister ; for, look you, she is as white as a

lily, and as small as a wand: this hat is Nan, our

maid j I am the dog :—no, the dog is himself, and I

am the dog,—O, the dog is me, and I am myself; ay,

so, so. Now come I to my father ; Father, your hless^

ing ; now should not the shoe speak a word for weep-

ing ; now should I kiss my father ; well, he weeps on

:

*—now come I to my mother, (O, that she could speak
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now !) like a wood woman
;
—well, I kisf her j

—^why

there 'tis ;—here's my mother's breath up and down :

now come I to my sister ; mark the moan she makes :

now the dog all this while sheds not a tear, nor speaks

a word ; but see how I lay the dust with my tears.

Enter Panth in o.

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard j thy master is

shipped, and thou art to post after with oars. What's
the matter ? why weep'st thou, man ? Away, assj you
will lose the tide, if you tarry any longer.

Laun. It is no m tter if the ty'd were lost 5 for it is

the unkindest ty'd that ever any man ty'd.

Pan. What's the unkindest tide ?

Laun. Why, he that's ty'd here ; Crab, my dog.

Pan. Tut, man, I mean thou'lt lose the flood 3 and,

in losing the flood, lose thy voyage ; and, in losing thy

voyage, lose thy master ; and, in losing thy master,

lose thy service -, and, in losing thy service,'—Why dost

thou stop my mouth ?

Laun. For fear thou should'st lose thy tongue ?

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue ?

Laun. In thy tale.

Pan. In thy tail ?

Laun. Lose the tide, and the voyage, ana the master,

and the service ? The tide !—Why, man, if the river

were dry, I am able to fiU it with my tears ; if the

wind were down, I could drive the boat with my sighs.

Pan. Come, come away, man 5 I was sent to call

thee.

Laun. Sir, caU me what thou darest.

Pan. Wilt thou go ?

Laun. Wellj I will go. [Esxant,



SCENE IV. OF VERONA. lou

SCENE IV.—Milan. An apartment in the Duke's
palace.

Enter Valentine^ Silvia, ThuriO;, and Speed.

Sil. Servant

—

Val. Mistress ?

Speed. Master, sir Thurio frowns on you.

Val. Ay, boy, it's for love.

Speed. Not of you.

Val. Of my mistress then.

Speed. 'Twere good, you knocked him.

Sil. Servant, you are sad.

Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so.

Thit. Seem you that you are not ^

Val. Haply, I do.

Thu. So do counterfeits.

Val. So do you.

Thu. What seem I, that I am not ?

Val. Wise.

Thu. What instance of the contrary r

Val. Your folly.

Thu, And how quote you my folly ?

Val. I quote it in your jerkin.

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet.

Val. Well, then, I'll double your folly.

Thu. How?
Sil. What, angr}', sir Thurio ? do you change co^

lour?

Val. Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of came-

leon.

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood,

than live in your air.

Val You have said, sir.
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Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time.
'

Fal. I know it well, sir
;
you always end ere you

begin.

Sil. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and quickly

shot off.

Fal. 'Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver.

Sil. Who is that, servant ?

Val. Yourself, sweet lady j for you gave the fire : sir

Thurio borrows his wit from your ladyship's looks,

and spends what he borrows, kindly in your company.

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I

shall make your wit bankrupt.

Val. I know it well, sir : you have an exchequer of

words, and, I think, no other treasure to give your fol-

lowers ; for it appears by their bare liveries, that they

live by your bare words.

Sil. No more, gentlemen, no more j here comes my
father.

Enter Duke.

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset.

Sir Valentine, your father's in good health :

What say you to a letter from your friends

Of much good news ?

Val. My lord, I will be thankM
To any happy messenger from thence.

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your countryman ?

Val. Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman
To be of worth, and worthy estimation.

And not without desert so well reputed.

Duke. Hath he not a son ?

Val. Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well deserves

The honour and regard of such a father.
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Duke. You know him well ?

Val. I knew him, as myself ; for fi'om our infancy

We have convers'd, and spent our hours together :

And though myself have been an idle truant.

Omitting the sweet benefit of time.

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection
;

Yet hath sir Proteus, for that's his name.
Made use and fair advantage of his days

j

His years but young, but his experience old

;

His head unmellow'd, but his judgement ripe j

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth
Come all the praises that I now bestow,)

He is complete in feature, and in mind.
With all good grace to grace a gentleman.

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this good.

He is as worthy for an empress' love.

As meet to be an emperor's counsellor.

Well, sir j this gentleman is come to me.
With commendation from great potentates

j

And here he means to spend his time a-while :

I think, 'tis no unwelcome news to you.

Val. Should I have wish'd a thing, it had been he.

Duke. Welcome him then according to his worth :

Silvia, I speak to you j and you, sir Thurio :—
For Valentine, I need not 'cite him to it

:

I'll send him hither to you presently. [Exit Duke.
Fal. This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship.

Had come along with me, but that his mistress

Did hold his eyes lock'd in her crystal looks.

Sil. Belike, that now she hath enfranchis'd them
Upon some other pawn for fealty.

Fal. Nay, sure, I thinks she holds them prisoners

stiU.
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Sil. Nay, then he should be blind j and, being blind,

How could he see his way to seek out you ?

Val. Why, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes.

Thu. They say, that love hath not an eye at all.

Val. To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself
j

Upon a homely object love can wink.

Enter Proteus.

Sil. Have done, have done 5 here comes the gentle-

man.
Val. Welcome, dear Proteus !—Mistress, I beseech

you.

Confirm his welcome with some special favour.

Sil. His worth is warrant for his welcome hither,.

If this be he you oft have wish'd to hear from.

Val. Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him

To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship.

Sil. Too low a mistress for so high a servant.

Pro. Not so, sweet lady j but too mean a servant

To have a look of such a worthy mistress.

Val. Leave off discourse of disability :

—

Sweet lady, entertain him for your sei'vant.

Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing else.

Sil. And duty never yet did want his meed j

Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress.

Pro. I'll die on him that says so, but yourself.

Sil. That you are welcome ?

Pro. No j that you are worthless.

Enter Servant.

Ser, Madam, my lord your father would speak with

you.
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Sil. I'll wait upon his pleasure. [Exit Servant.]

Come;, sir Thurio^

Go with me :—Once more^ new servant, welcome

:

I'll leave you to confer of home-affairs
;

When you have done, we look to hear from you.

Pro. We'll both attend upon your ladyship.

\_Exeunt Silvia, Thurio, and Speed.

Val. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you
came ?

Pro. Your friends are well and have them much
commended.

P^al. And how do yours ?

Pro. I left them all in health.

Fal. How does your lady ? and how thrives your

love ?

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you
j

I know, you joy not in a love-discourse.

Val. Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter'd now

:

I have done penance for contemning love
;

Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd me
With bitter fasts, wdth penitential groans.

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore sighs

;

For, in revenge of my contempt of love.

Love hath chas'd sleep from my enthralled eyes.

And made them watchers of mine own heart's sorrow.

O, gentle Proteus, love's a mighty lord -,

And hath so humbled me, as, I confess.

There is no woe to his correction.

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth !

Now, no discourse, except it be of love j

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep.

Upon the very naked name of love.

Pro. Enough j 1 read your fortune in your eye

:

VOL r. J
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Was this the idol that you worship so ?

Fal. Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ?

Pro. No ; but she is an earthly paragon.

Val. Call her divine.

Pro. I wiU not flatter her.

Fal. O, flatter me ; for love delights in praises.

Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills
j

And I must 'minister the like to you.

Val. Then speak the truth by her 3 if not divine.

Yet let her be a principality.

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth.

Pro. Except my mistress.

Veil. Sweet, except not any
;

Except thou wilt except against my love.

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own

'

Fal. And I will help thee to prefer her too :

She shall be dignified with this high honour,—
To bear my lady's train ; lest the base earth

Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss.

And, of so great a favour growing proud.

Disdain to root the summer-swelling flower.

And make rough winter everlastingly.

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this r

Val. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can, is nothing

To her, whose woi-th makes other worthies nothing
;

She is alone.

Pro. Then let her alone.

Val. Not for the world : why, man, she is mine ownj
And I as rich in having such a jewel.

As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl.

The water nectar, and the rocks pure gold.

Forgive me, that I do not dream on thee.

Because thou seest me dote upon my love.

I
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My foolish rival, that her father likes.

Only for his possessions are so huge.

Is gone with her along ; and I must after.

For love, thou know'st, is full of jealousy.

Pro. But she loves you ?

Val. Ay, and we are betroth'd
;

Nay, more, our marriage hour.

With all the cunning manner of our flight,

Determin'd of: how I must climb her window;
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means
Plotted 3 and 'greed on, for my happiness.

Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber.

In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel.

Pro. Go on before ; I shall enquire you forth :

I must unto the road, to disembark

Some necessaries that I needs must use
3

And then I'll presently attend you.

Fal. Will you make haste ?

Pro. I will.— lExit Val.

Even as one heat another heat expels.

Or as one nail by strength drives out another.

So the remembrance of my former love

Is by a newer object quite forgotten.

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise.

Her true perfection, or my false transgression.

That makes me, reasonless, to reason thus ?

She's fair ; and so is Julia, that I love ;

—

That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd
j

Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a fire.

Bears no impression of the thing it was.

Methinks, my zeal to Valentine is cold
;

And that I love him not, as I was wont

:

O ! but I love his lady too, too mtich >
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And that's the reason I love him so little.

How shall I dote on her with more advice,

rhat thus without advice begin to love her ?

*Tis but her picture I haVe yet beheld.

And that hath dazzled my reason's light

;

But when I look on her perfections.

There is no reason but I shall be blind.

If I can check my erring love, I wiU ;

If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. [Exit,

SCENE V.— The same. A street.

Enter Speed and Launce.

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to Milan,

Laitn. Forswear not thyself, sweet youth -, for I am
not welcome. I reckon this always—that a man is

never undone, till he be hanged ; nor never welcome
to a place, till some certain shot be paid, and the host-

ess say, welcome.

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap, I'll to the alehouse

with you presently ; where, for one shot of five pence,

thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. But, sirrah,

how did thy master part with madam Julia ?

Laiin. Marry, after they closed in earnest, they

parted very fairly in jest.

Speed. But shall she marry him ?

Laun. No.
Speed. How then ? Shall he marry her }

Laun. No, neither.

Speed. What, are they broken ?

Laun. No, they are both as whole as a fish.

Speed. Why then^ how stands the matter with them

:
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Laim. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with him,
it stands well with her.

Speed. What an ass art thou ! I understand thee

not.

Laun. What a block art thou, that thou canst not
5

My staff understands me.

Speed. What thou say'st ?

Lauti. Ay, and what I do too : look thee, I'll but
lean, and my staff understands me.

Speed. It stands under thee, indeed.

Laun. Why, stand under and understand is all one.

Speed. But tell me true, will't be a match ?

Laun. Ask my dog : if he say, ay, it will ; if he say,

no, it will 3 if he shake his tail, and say nothing, it

wiU.

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it will.

Laun. Thou shalt never get such a secret from me,
but by a parable.

Speed. 'Tis well that I get it so. But, Launce, how
say'st thou, that my master is become a notable lo>er?

Laun. I never knew him otherwise.

Speed. Than how ?

Laun. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him to

oe.

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest me.

Laun. Why, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant thy

master.

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover.

Laun. Why, I teU thee, I care not though he burn

himself in love. If thou wilt go with me to the ale-

house, so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a Jew, and not

worth the name of a Christian.

Speed. Why?
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Laun. Because thou hast not so much charity in

thee, as to go to the ale with a Christian : Wilt thou

go?
Speed. At thy service. [Exeunt.

SCENE VI.

—

The same. An apartment in the palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn
j

To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn
j

To wrong my friend, I shall be much forsworn
j

And even that power, which gave me first my oath.

Provokes me to this threefold perjury.

Love bade me swear, and love bids me forswear :

sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sinn'd.

Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it.

At first I did adore a twinkling star.

But now I worship a celestial sun.

Unheedful vows may heedfully be broken

;

And he wants wit, that wants resolved will

To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better.—

Fye, fye, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad.

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferr'd

With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths.

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do
5

But there I leave to love, where I should love.

Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose :

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself
5

If 1 lose them, thus find I by their loss.

For Valentine, myself ; for Julia, Silvia.

I to myself am dearer than a friend
j

For love is still more precious in itself

:

And Silvia, witness heaven, that made her fair

!
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Shews Julia but a swarthy Ethiope.

I will forget that Julia is alive,

Rememb'ring that my love to her is dead
;

And Valentine I'll hold an enemy.

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend.

I c mnot now prove constant to myself.

Without some treachery us'd to Valentine :

—

This night, he meaneth with a corded ladder

To climb celestial Silvia's chamber-window
j

Myself in counsel, his competitor :

Now presently I'll give her father notice

Of their disguising, and pretended flight j

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine ^

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter

;

But, Valentine being gone, I'll quickly cross.

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio's dull proceeding.

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift.

As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift

!

[Exit.

SCENE VII.—Verona. A room in Julia's house.

Enter Julia and Lucetta.

Jul. Counsel, Lucetta
;
gentle girl, assist me !

And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee,

—

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts

Are visibly character'd and engrav'd,

—

To lesson me j and tell me some good mean.

How, with my honour, I may undertake

A journey to my loving Proteus.

Luc. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long.

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary

To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps -,

Much less shall she, that hath love's wings to fly ;
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And when the flight is made to one so dear.

Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus.

Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make return.

Jul. O, know'st thou not, his looks are my soul's

food ?

Pity the dearth that I have pined in.

By longing for that food so long a time.

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love.

Thou would'st as soon go kindle fire with snow.

As seek to quench the fire of love with words.

Luc. I do not seek to quench your love's hot fire

;

But qualify the fire's extreme rage.

Lest it should burn above the bounds of reason.

Jul. The more thou dam'st it up, the more it burns
3

The current, that with gentle murmur glides.

Thou know'st, being stopp'd, impatiently doth rage
5

But, when his fair course is not hindered.

He makes sweet musick with th' enamel'd stones.

Giving a gentle kiss to every sedge

He overtaketh in his pilgrimage -,

And so by many winding nooks he strays.

With willing sport, to the ^vild ocean.

Then let me go, and hinder not my course :

I'll be as patient as a gentle stream.

And make a pastime of each weary step.

Till the last step have brought me to my love
5

And there I'll rest, as, after much turmoil,

A blessed soul doth in Elysium.

Luc. But in what haoit v/ill you go along ?

Jul. Not like a woman ; for I would prevent

The loose encounters of lascivious men :

Gentle Lucetta, fit me with such weeds

As may beseem some well-reputed page.
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Luc. Why then your ladyship must cut your hair.

Jul. No, girl ; I'll knit it up in silken strings.

With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots :

To be fantastic may become a youth

Of greater time than I shall show to be.
' Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make your

breeches ?

Jul. That fits as well, as—" tell me, good ray lord,

" What compass will you wear your farthingale ?"

Why, even that fashion thou best lik'st, Lucetta.

Luc. You must needs have them with a cod-piece,

madam.
Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be iU-favour'd.

Luc, A round hose, madam, now's not worth a pin.

Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on.

Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov'st me, let me have

What thou think'st meet, and is most mannerly

:

But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me.

For undertaking so unstaid a journey ?

I fear me, it will make me scandaliz'd.

Luc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go not.

Jul. Nay, that I \vill not.

Luc. Then never dream on infamy, but go.

If Proteus like your journey, when you come.

No matter who's displeas'd, when you are gone :

I fear me, he will scarce be pleas'd withal.

Jul. That is the least, Lucetta, of my fear

:

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears.

And instances as infinite of love.

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus.

Luc. All these are servants to deceitful men.

Jul. Base men, that use them to so base effect

!

But truer stars did govern Proteus' birth :
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His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles
j

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate

;

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart

;

His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth.

Luc. Pray heaven, he prove so, when you come to

him

!

Jul. Now, as thou lov'st me, do him not that

wrong.
To bear a hard opinion of his truth :

Only deserve my love, by loving him j

And presently go with me to my chamber.

To take a note of what I stand in need of,

To furnish me upon my longing journey.

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose.

My goods, my lands, my reputation j

Only, in lieu thereof, despatch me hence :

Come, answer not, but to it presently
5

I am impatient of my tarriance. lExeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE I.—Milan. An anti-room in the Diike's

palace.

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus.

Duke. Sir Thurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile
;

We have some secrets to confer about.—<

—

[Exit Thu.
Now, tell me, Proteus, what's your will with me }
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Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would discover.

The law of friendship bids me to conceal

:

But, when I call to mind your gracious favours

Done to me, undeserving as I am.
My duty pricks me on to utter that

Which else no worldly good should draw from me.
Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend.

This night intends to steal away your daughter ;

Myself am one made privy to the plot.

I know, you have determin'd to bestow her

On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates
;

And should she thus be stolen away from you.

It would be much vexation to your age.

ITius, for my duty's sake, I rather chose

To cross my friend in his intended drift.

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head

A pack of sorrows, which woidd press you down.

Being unprevented, to your timeless grave.

Duke. Proteus, I thank thee for thine honest care ;

Which to requite, command me while I live.

This love of theirs myself have often seen.

Haply, when they have judg'd me fast asleep

;

And oftentimes have purpos'd to forbid

Sir Valentine her company, and my court

:

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err.

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man,
(A rashness that I ever yet have shunn'd,)

I gave him gentle looks 3 thereby to find

That which thyself hast now disclos'd to me.

And, that thou may'st perceive my fear of this.

Knowing that tender youth is soon suggested*

I nightly lodge her in an upper tower.

The key whereof myself have ever Itept j
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And thence she cannot be convey'd away.

Pro. Know, noble lord, they have devis'd a mean
How he her chambe^-^vindow will ascend.

And with a corded ladder fetch her down

;

For which the youthful lover now is gone.

And this way comes he with it presently
;

Where, if it please you, you may intercept him.

But, good my lord, do it so cunningly.

That my discovery be not aimed at

;

For love of you, not hate unto my friend.

Hath made me publisher of this pretence.

Duke. Upon mine honour, he shall never know
That I had any light from thee of this.

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; sir Valentine is coming. lExit

Enter Valentine.

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast ?

Val. Please it your grace, there is a messenger

That stays to bear my letters to my friends^

And I am going to deliver them.

Duke. Be they of much import ?

Val. The tenor of them doth but signify

My health, and happy being at your court.

Duke. Nay, then no matter ; stay with me a while
;

I am to break with thee of some affairs.

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret.

'Tis not unknown to thee, that I have sought

To match my friend, sir Thurio, to my daughter.

Val, I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman
Is full of virtue, bounty, worth, and qualities

Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter :

Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ?
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Duke. No, trust me; she is peevish, sullen, froward.

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty
j

Neither regarding that she is my child.

Nor fearing me as if I were her father :

And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers.

Upon advice, hath draw^n my love from her j

And, where I thought the remnant of mine age

Should have been cherish'd by her child-like duty,

I now am full resolv'd to take a wife.

And turn her out to who will take her in :

Then let her beauty be her wedding-dower
3

For me and my possessions she esteems not.

Val. What would your grace have me to do in this r

Duke. There is a lady, sir, in Milan, here.

Whom I aifect ; but she is nice and coy,

^nd nought esteems my aged eloquence :

Now, therefore, would I have thee to my tutor,

(For long agon I have forgot to court

:

Besides, the fashion of the time is chang'd ;)

How, and which way, I may bestow myself,

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye.

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words ;

Pumb jewels often, in their silent kind.

More than quick words, do move a woman's mind.

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent her.

Val. A woman sometimes scorns what best contents

her :

Send her another -, never give her o'er
;

For scorn at first makes after-love the more.

If she do frown, 'tis not in hate of you.

But rather to beget more love in you :

If she do chide, 'tis not to have you gone ;

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone.
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Take no repulse, whatever she doth say 5

For, get yoiL gone, she doth not mean away

:

Flatter, and praise, commend, extol their graces 5

Though ne'er so black, say, they have angels' faces.

That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man.
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman.

Duke. But she, I mean, is promis'd by her friendi

Unto a youthful gentleman of worth
^

And kept severely from resort of men.
That no man hath access by day to her.

Val. Why then I would resort to her by night.

Duke. Ay, but the doors be lock'd, and keys kept

safe.

That no man hath recourse to her by night.

Val. What lets, but one may enter at her window ?

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground

;

And built so shelving that one cannot climb it

Without apparent hazard of his life.

Val. Why then, a ladder, quaintly made of cord*

To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks

Would serve to scale another Hero's tower.

So bold Leander would adventure it.

Duke. Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood.

Advise me where I may have such a ladder.

Val. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that.

Duke. This very night j for love is like a child.

That longs for every thing that he can come by.

Val. By seven o'clock I'll get you such a ladder.

Duke. But, hark thee ; I wiU go to her alone
;

How shall I best convey the ladder thither ?

Val. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it

Under a cloak, that is of any length.

Duke. A cloak as lone: as thine will serve the turn ?
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Val. Ay, my good lord.

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak
;

I'll get me one of such another length.

Fal. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my lord.

Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak ?—
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me.

—

What letter is this same ? What's here ?

—

To Silvia ?

And here an engine fit for my proceeding !

I'll be so bold to break the seal for once. IReads

My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly

:

And slaves they are to me, that send themfiying

:

O, could their master come and go as lightly

^

Himselfuould lodgey where senseless they are lying.

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest theyn ;

While /, their king, that thither them impdrtune^

Do curse the grace that with such grace hath bless'd them.

Because myself do tvant my servants'fortune

:

I curse myself for they are sent by me.

That they should harbour where their lord should he.

What's here ?

Sifcia, this night I will enfranchise thee

:

Tis so ; and here's the ladder for the purpose.

—

Why, Phaeton, (for thou art Merops' son,)

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car.

And with thy daring folly burn the world ?

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ?

Go, base intruder ! over-weening slave !

Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates
j

And think, my patience, more than thy desert^

Is privilege for thy departure hence :

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours^

Which, all too much, I have bestow'd on thee.

But if thou linger in my territories.

Longer than swiftest expedition
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Will give thee time to leave our royal court.

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love

I ever bore my daughter, or thyself.

Be gone, I wUl not hear thy vain excuse.

But, as thou lov'st thy life, make speed from hence.

[Eodt Duke.

Val. And why not death, rather than living torment ?

To die, is to be banish'd from myself
j

And Silvia is myself : banish'd from her.

Is self from self; a deadly banishment

!

What light is light, if Silvia be not seen ?

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ?

Unless it be to think that she is by.

And feed upon the shadow of perfection.

Except I be by Silvia in the night.

There is no musick in the nightingale

;

Unless I look on Silvia in the day.

There is no day for me to look upon

:

She is my essence ; and I leave to be.

If I be not by her fair influence

Foster'd, illumin'd, cherish'd, kept alive.

I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom :

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ;

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life.

Enter Proteus and Launce.

Pro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out.

Laun. So-ho ! so-ho !

Pro. What seest thou ?

Laun. Him we go to find : there's not a hair on's

head, but 'tis a Valentine.

Pr . Valentine?

Val. No.
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Pro. Who then ? his spirit ?

Val Neither.

Pro. What then?

Val. Nothing.

Laun. Can nothing speak ? master, shall I strike ?

Pro. Whom would'st thou strike ?

Laun. Nothing.

Pro. Villain, forbear.

Laun. Why, sir, I'll strike nothing : I pray you,

—

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear : Friend Valentine^ a

word.

Fal. My ears are stopp'd, and cannot hear good
news.

So much of bad already hath possess'd them.

Pi o. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine.

For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad.

Fal. Is Silvia dead ?

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia !

—

Hath she forsworn me ?

Pro. No, Valentine.

Val. No Valentine, if Silvia have forsworn me !

—

What is your news ?

Laun. Sir, there's a proclamation that you are va-

nish'd.

Pro. That thou art banished, O, that's the news j

From hence, from Sih ia, and from me thy friend.

Val. O, I have fed upon this woe already.

And now excess of it will make me surfeit.

Doth Silvia know that I am banished ?

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer'd to the doom,
(Which, unrevers'd, stands in effectual force,)

A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears :

VOL. I. .,
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.

Those at her father's churlish feet she tender'd
;

With them, upon her knees, her humble self
3

Wringing her hands, whose whiteness so became them.

As if but now they w axed pale for woe :

But neither bended knees, pure hands held up.

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears.

Could penetrate her uncompassionate sire
j

But Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die.

Besides, her intercession chaf'd him so,

When she for thy repeal was suppliant.

That to close prison he commanded her.

With many bitter threats of 'biding there.

Val. No more ; unless the next word that thou
speak'st.

Have some malignant pow'r upon my life :

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear.

As ending anthem of my endless dolour.

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help.

And study help for that which thou lament'st.

Time is the nurse and breeder of all good.

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love
3

Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life.

Hope is a lover's staff 5 walk hence with that.

And manage it against despairing thoughts.

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence
5

Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver'd

Even in the m.ilk-white bosom of thy love.

The time now serves not to expostulate :

Come, I'll convey thee through the city gate

;

And, ere I ])art with thee, confer at large

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs :

As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself,

llegard thy da.»gcr, and along with me.
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Val. I pray thee^ Launce, an if thou seest my boy.

Bid him make haste, and meet me at the north-gate.

Pro. Go, sirrah, find him out. Come, Valentine,

Val. O my dear Silvia ! hapless Valentine !

[^Exeunt Valentine and Peoteus
Laun. I am but a fool, look you ; and yet I have the

wit to think, my master is a kind of knave : but that's

all one, if he be but one knave. He lives not now, that

knows me to be in love : yet I am in love ; but a team
of horse shall not pluck that from me j nor who 'tis I

love, and yet 'tis a woman: but that woman, I will not

tell myself; and yet 'tis a milk-maid : yet 'tis not a

maid, for she hath had gossips: yet 'tis a maid, for she

is her master's maid, and serves for wages. She hath

more qualities than a water-spaniel,—whicli is much
in a bare christian. Here is the cat-log IPulUng out a

paper] of her conditions. Imprimis, She can fetch and

carry. Why, a horse can do no more ; nay, a horse

cannot fetch, but only carry ; therefore, is she better

than a jade. Item, She can milk ; look you, a sweet

virtue in a maid with clean hands.

Enter 5peed.

Speed. How now, signior Launce ? what news with

your mastership ?

Laun. With ray master's ship ? why, it is at sea.

Speed. Well, your old vice stiU -, mistake the word :

What news then in your paper ?

Laun. The blackest news that ever thou heard'st.

Speed. Why, man, how black ?

Laun. Why, as black as ink.

Speed. Let me read them.

Laun. Fye on thee, jolt-head -, thou canst not read.
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Speed. Thou liest, I can.

Laun. I will try thee : Tell me this : Who begot thee ?

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather.

Laun. O illiterate loiterer ! it was the son of thy

grandmother : this proves^ that thou canst not read.

Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy paper.

Laun. There 3 and saint Nicholas be thy speed !

Speed. Imprimis, She can milk.

Laun. Ay, that she can.

Speed. Item, She brews good ale.

Laun. And thereof comes the proverb,—Blessing of

your heart, you brew good ale.

Speed. Item, She can sew.

Laun. That's as much as to say. Can she so ?

Speed. Item, She can knit.

Laun. What need a man care for a stock with a wench,

when she can knit him a stock.

Speed. Item, She can wash and scour.

Laun. A special virtue j for then she need not be

washed and scoured.

Speed. Item, She can spin.

Laun. Then may I set the world on wheels, when
ghe can spin for her living.

Speed. Item, She hath many nameless virtues.

Laun. That's as much as to say, bastard virtues j thatj,

indeed, know not their fathers^ and therefore have no
names.

Speed. Here follow her vices.

Laun. Close at the heels of her \irtues.

Speed. Item, She is not to he kissed fasting, in respect

of her breath.

Laun. Well, that fault may be mended with a break-

fast : Read on.
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Speed. Item, She hath a sweet mouth.

Laun. That makes amends for her sour breath.

Speed. Item, She doth talk in her sleep.

Laun. It's no matter for that, so she sleep not in

her talk.

Speed. Item, She is slow in words.

Laun. O villain, that set this down among her vices !

To be slow^ in words, is a woman's only virtue : I pray

thee, out with't^ and place it for her chief virtue.

Speed. Item, She is proud.

Laun. Out with that too j it was Eve's legacy, and
cannot be ta'en from her.

Speed. Item, She hath no teeth.

Laun. I care not for that neither, because I love

crusts.

Speed. Item, She is curst.

Laun. Well j the best is, she hath no teeth to bite.

Speed. Item, She will often praise her liquor.

Laun. If her liquor be good, she shall : if she will

not, I will
J
for good things should be praised.

Speed. Item, She is too liberal.

Laun. Of her tongue she cannot j for that's writ

down she is slow of: of her purse she shall not; for

that I'll keep shut: now, of another thing she mayj
and that I cannot help. Well, proceed.

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit, and more

faults than hairs, and more wealth than faults.

Laun. Stop there j I'll have her: she was mine, and

not mine, twice or thrice in that last article : Rehearse

that once more.

Speed. Item, She hath more hair than wit,—
Laun. More hair than wit,—it may be ; I'll prove it

:

The cover of the salt hides the salt, and therefore it is
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more than the salt ; the hair that covers the wit, is

more than the wit 3 for the greater hides the less. What's

next ?

Speed. —^And more faults than hmrs,—
Laun. That's monstrous : O^ that that were out

!

Speed. —And more wealth than faults.

Laun. Why, that word makes the faults gracious :

Well, I'll have her : And if it be a match, as nothing

is impossible,—

Speed. What then ?

Laun. Why, then I will tell thee,—that thy master

stays for thee at the north gate.

Speed. For me ?

Laun. For thee ? ay ; who art thou ? he hath staid

for a better man than thee.

Speed. And must I go to him '

Laun. Thou must run to him, for thou hast staid so

long, that going will scarce serve the turn.

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner ? 'pox of your

love-letters

!

[Exit.

Laun. Now wiU he be swinged for reading my letter

:

An unmannerly slave, that will thrust himself into se-

crets !—I'll after, to rejoice in the boy's correction.

[Exit.

SCENE II.—The same. A room in the Duke's palace.

Enter Duke and Thurio ; Proteus behind.

Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that she wiU love you.

Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight.

Thu. Since his exile she hath despis'd me most.

Forsworn my company, and rail'd at me.
That I am desperate of obtaining her.
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Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figure

Trenched in ice 5 which with an hour's heat

Dissolves to water, and doth lose his form.

A little time will melt her frozen thoughts.

And worthless Valentine shall be forgot.

—

How now, sir Proteus ? Is your countryman.

According to our proclamation, gone ?

PrG. Gone, my good lord.

Duke. My daughter takes his going grievously.

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kill that grief.

Duke. So I believe j but Thurio thinks not so.

—

Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee,

(For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,)

Makes me the better to confer with thee.

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace.

Let me not live to look upon your grace.

Duke. Tliou know'st, how willingly I would effect

The match between sir Thurio and my daughter.

Pro. I do, my lord.

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant

How she opposes her against my will.

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here.

Duke. yVy, and perversely she pers^vers so.

What might we do, to make the girl forget

The love of Valentine, and love sir Thurio ?

Pro. The best way is to slander Valentine

With falshood, cowardice, and poor descent
5

Three things that women highly hold in hate.

Duke. Ay, but she'll think, that it is spoke in hate.

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it

:

Therefore it must, with circumstance, be spoken

By one, whom she esteemeth as his friend.

Duke. Then you must undertalie to slander him.
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Pro. And that, my lord^ I shall be loth to do :

'Tis an ill office for a gentleman

;

Especially, against his very friend.

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage him,

Your slander never can endamage him

;

Therefore the office is indifferent.

Being entreated to it by your friend.

Pro. You have prevail'd, my lord : if I can do it.

By aught that I can speak in his dispraise.

She shall not long continue love to him.

But say, this weed her love from Valentine,

It follows not that she will love sir Thurio.

Thu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from him.

Lest it should ravel, and be good to none.

You must provide to bottom it on me :

Which must be done, by praising me as much
As you in worth dispraise sir Valentine,

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind;

Because we know, on Valentine's report.

You are already love's firm votary.

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind.

Upon this warrant shall you have access.

Where you with Silvia may confer at large j

For she is lumpish, hea\y, melancholy.

And, for your friend's sake, will be glad of you
;

Where you may temper her, by your persuasion.

To hate young Valentine, and love my friend.

Pro. As much as I can do, I wiU effect :

—

But you, sir Thurio, are not sharp enough
j

You must lay Ume, to tangle her desires.

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows.

Duke, Ay, much the force of heaven-bred poesy.
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Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beauty

You sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart

:

Write till your ink be dry ; and with your tears

Moist it again ; and frame some feeling line.

That may discover such integrity :

—

For Orpheus' lute was strung with poet's sinews

;

Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones.

Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands.

After your dire lamenting elegies.

Visit by night your lady's chamber-window.
With some sweet concert : to their instruments

Tune a deploring dump j the night's dead silence

Will well become such sweet complaining grievance.

This, or else nothing, will inherit her.

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love.

Thu. And thy advice this night I'll put in practice

:

Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver.

Let us into the city presently

To sort some gentlemen well skiU'd in musick :

I have a sonnet, that will serve the turn.

To give the onset to thy good advice.

Duke. About it, gentlemen.

Pro. We'll wait upon your grace till after supper :

And afterward determine our proceedings.

Duke. Even now about it j I will pardon you.

[Exeunt
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ACT IV.

SCENE I.

—

A fwest near Mantua.

Enter certain Out-laws.

1 Out. Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger.

Q Out. If there be ten, shrink not, but down with

'em.

Enter Valentine and Speed.

3 Out. Stand, sir, and throw us that you have about

you
5

If not, we'U make you sit, and rifle you.

Speed. Sir, we are undone ! these are the villains

That all the travellers do fear so much.
Vol. My Mends,

—

1 Out. That's not so, sir -, we are your enemies.

2 Out. Peace 3 we'll hear him.

3 Out. Ay, by my beard, will we 5

For he's a proper man.
Vol. Then know, that I have little wealth to lose 5

A man I am, cross'd with adversity

:

My riches are these poor habiliments.

Of which if you should here disfurnish me.

You take the sum and substance that I have.

2 Out. Whither travel you ?

Val. To Verona,

1 Out. Whence came you ?

Val. From Milan.

3 Out. Have you long sojourn'd there ?
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Fal. Some sixteen months 3 and longer might have

staid,

if crooked fortune had not thwarted me.
1 Out. What, were you banish'd thence ?

Val. I was.

2 Out. For what offence ?

Vol. For that which now torments me to rehearse

:

I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent j

But yet I slew him manfully in fight.

Without false vantage, or base treachery.

1 Out. Why ne'er repent it, if it were done so :

But were you banish'd for so small a fault ?

Fal. I was, and held me glad of such a doom.
1 Out. Have you the tongues ?

Val. My youthful travel therein made me happy
j

Or else I often had been miserable.

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood's fat friar.

This fellow were a king for our v/ild faction.

1 Out. We'll have him : sirs, a word.

Speed. Master, be one of them

;

It is an honourable kind of thievery.

Val. Peace, villain

!

2 Out. Tell us this : Have you any thing to take to ?

Val. Nothing, but my fortune.

3 Out. Know then, that some of us are gentlemen.

Such as the fury of ungovern'd youth

Thrust from the company of awful men :

Myself was from Verona banished.

For practising to steal away a lady.

An heir, and near allied unto the duke.

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman.

Whom, in my mood, I stabb'd unto the heart.

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as these.
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But to the purpose,— (for we cite our faults.

That they may hold excus'd our lawless lives,)

And, partly, seeing you are beautified

With goodly shape ; and by your own report

A linguist -, and a man of such perfection.

As we do in our quality much want j

—

2 Out. Indeed, because you are a bamsh'd man.
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you :

Are you content to be our general ?

To make a virtue of necessity.

And live, as we do, in this wilderness ?

3 Out. What say'st thou ? wilt thou be of our con-

sort ?

Say, ay, and be the captain of us all

:

We'll do thee homage, and be rul'd by thee.

Love thee as our commander, and our king.

1 Out. But if thou scorn our courtesy, thou diest.

2 Out. Thou shalt not live to brag what we have

ofFer'd.

Val. I take your offer, and will live with you

;

Provided that you do no outrages

On silly women, or poor passengers.

3 Out. No, we detest such vile base practices.

Come, go with us, we'll bring thee to our crews.

And show thee all the treasure we have got

;

Which, with ourselves, aU rest at thy dispose. [Exeunt.

SCENE IL—Milan. Court of the palace.

Enter Proteus.

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine,

And now I must be as unjust to Thurio.
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Under the colour of commending him,

I have access my own love to prefer
j

But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holy.

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts.

When I protest true loyalty to her.

She twits me with my falshood to my friend j

When to her beauty I commend my vows.

She bids me think, how I have been forsworn

In breaking faith with Julia whom I lov'd

:

And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips.

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope.

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love.

The more it grows, and fawncth on her still.

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her \^indow.

And give some evening musick to her ear.

Enter Thurio, and musicians.

Thu. How now, sir Proteus ? are you crept before

us ?

Pro. Ay, gentle Thurio ; for, you know, that love

Will creep in service where it cannot go.

TTiu. Ay, but, I hope, sir, that you love not here.

Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence.

Thu. Whom ? Sil\4a ?

Pro. Ay, Silvia,—for your sake.

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen^

Let's tune, and to it lustily a while.

Enter Host, at a distance ; and Julia in hoy's clothes.

Host. Now, my young guest ! methinks you're ally-

choUy 5 I pray you, why is it ?

Jul. Many, mine host, because I cannot be iiierr)'.

Host. Come, we'll have you merry ; I'll bring you
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where you shall hear musick, and see the gentleman

that you ask'd for.

Jul. But shall I hear him speak ?

Host, hy, that you shall.

Jul. That will be musick. \_Music.k playa

Host. Hark ! hark

!

Jul. Is he among these ?

Host. Ay : but peace, let's hear 'em.

SONG.

l-f^ho is Silvia ? what is sJie,

TTiat all our su'ai7is cojnmend her ?

Holy, fair, and wise is she ;

7%e heavens such grace did lend her,

TViat she might admired be.

Is she hind, as she is fair ?

For beauty lives with kindness : ,

Love doth to her eyes repair,

To help him of his blindness ;

And, being help'd, inhabits there

Then to Silvia let us sing.

That Silvia is excelling ;

She excels each mortal thing,

Upon the dull earth dwelling ;

To her let us garlands bring.

Host. How now ? are you sadder than you were be-

fore ?

How do you, man ? the musick likes you not.

Jul. You mistake ; the nmsician likes me not.

Host. Why, my ])retty youth ?

Jul. He plays false, father.

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ?

Jul. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves mv ven-

heart-strings.
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Host. You have a quick ear.

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf ! it makes me have a

slow heart.

Host. I perceive, you delight not in musick.

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so.

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the musick

!

Jul. Ay ; that change is the spite.

Host. You would have them always play but one

thing ?

Jul. I would always have one play but one thing.

But, host, doth this sir Proteus, that we talk on, often

resort unto this gentlewoman J

Host. I tell you what Launce, his man, told me, he

loved her out of all nick.

Jul. "Where is Launce ?

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which, to-morrow, by

his master's command, he must carry for a present to

his lady.

Jul. Peace ! stand aside ! the company parts.

Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you ! I will so plead.

That you shall say, my cunning drift excels,

Thu. Where meet we ?

Pro. At saint Gregory's well.

Thu. Farewell. [Exeunt Thurio and musicians.

Silvia appears above at her window.

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship.

Sil. I thank you for your musick, gentlemen : Who
is that, that spake ?

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart's truth.

You'd quickly learn to know him by his voice.

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it.

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant.
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Sil. What is your will ?

Pro. That I may compass yours.

Sil. You have your wish -, my will is even this,

—

That presently you hie you home to bed.

Thou subtle, perjur'd, false, disloyal man

!

Think'st thou, I am so shallow, so conceitless.

To be seduced by thy flattery.

That hast deceiv'd so many with thy vows ?

Return, return, and make thy love amends.

For me,—by this pale queen of night I swear,

I am so far from granting thy request.

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit

;

And by and by intend to chide myself.

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee.

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady j

But she is dead.

Jul. Twere false, if I should speak it
;

For, I am sure, she is not buried. ^Aside,

Sil. Say, that she be
;
yet Valentine, thy friend.

Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness,

I am betroth'd : And art thou not asham'd

To wrong him with thy importi^nacy.

Pro. I likewise hear, that Valentine is dead,

Sil. And so, suppose, am I ; for in his grave

Assure thyself, my love is buried.

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth. •

Sil. Go to thy lady's grave, and call hers thence 5

Or, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine.

Jul. He heard not that. [Aside.

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate.

Vouchsafe me yet your picture for my love.

The picture that is hanging in your chamber j

To thatm speak, to that I'll sigh and weej)

:
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For, since the substance of your perfect self

Is else devoted, I am but a shadow
;

And to your shadow I will make true love.

Jul. If 'twere a substance, you would^ sure, deceive

it.

And make it but a shadow, as I am. \_Asidt.

Sil. I am very loth to be your idol, sir
j

But, since your falshood shall become you well

To worship shadows, and adore false shapes.

Send to me in the morning, and I'll send it

:

And 80^ good rest.

Pro. As wretches have o'er-night.

That wait for execution in the morn.
[^Exeunt Proteus ; and Silvia, from above

Jul. Host, will you go ?

Host. By my hallidom, I was fast asleep.

Jul. Pray you, where lies sir Proteus ?

Host. Marr)^, at my house : Trust me, I think, 'tis

almost day.

Jul. Not so ; but it hath been the longest night

That e'er I watch'd, and the most heaviest. lExeunt.

SCENE IlL—The same.

Enter Eglamour.

Egl. This is the hour that madam Silvia

Entreated me to caU, and know her mind }

There's some great matter she'd employ me in.—

Madam, madam !

Silvia appears above, at her window.

Sil. Who calls ?

Egl. Your servant, and your friend •

VOL. T. L
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One that attends your ladyship's command.
Sil. Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good morrow.
Egl. As many, worthy lady, to yourself.

According to your ladyship's impose,

I am thus early come, to know what service

It is your pleasure to command me in.

Sil. O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman,

(Think not I flatter, for I swear, 1 do not,)

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish'd.

Thou art not ignorant, what dear good will

I bear unto the banish'd Valentine

}

Nor how my father would enforce me marry
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd.

Thyself hast lov'd ; and I have heard thee say.

No grief did ever come so near thy heart.

As when thy lady and thy true love died.

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity.

Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentine,

To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode
j

And, for the ways are dangerous to pass,

1 do desire thy worthy company.
Upon whose faith and honour I repose.

Urge not my father's anger, Eglamour,
But think upon my grief, a lady's grief

3

And on the justice of my flying hence.

To keep me from a most unholy match,

WTiich heaven and fortune still reward Avilh plag^aes.

I do desire thee, even from a heart

As full of sorrows as the sea of sands.

To bear me company, and go with me :

If not, to hide what I have said to thee,

lliat I may venture to depart alone.

Egl. Madam, I {)ity much your grievances

:
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Which since I know they virtuously are plac'd,

I give consent to go along with you
;

Recking as little what betideth me.

As much I wish all good befortune you.

When will you go ?

Sil. This evening coming,

Egl. Where shaU I meet you ?

Sil. At friar Patrick's ceU.

Where I intend holy confession.

Egl. I will not fail your ladyship t

Good-morrow, gentle lady.

Sil. Good-morrow, kind sir Eglamour, [Exeunt.

SCENE IV.— r/ie same.

Enter Launce, with his dog.

When a man's servant shall play the cur with him,

look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up of a

puppy: one that I sav'd from drowning, when three or

four of his blind brothers and sisters went to it! I have

taught him—even as one would say precisely. Thus I

would teach a dog. I was sent to deliver him, as a

present to mistress Silvia, from my master j and I came

no sooner into the dining-chamber, but he steps me
to her trencher, and steals her capon's kg. O, 'tis a

foul thing when a cur cannot keep himself in all com-

panies ! I would have, as one should say, one that takes

upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog

at all things. If I had not had more wit than he, to

take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily he had

been hanged for't; sure as I live, he had suffered for't :

you shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the com-
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pany of three or four gentleman-like dogs, under the

duke's table : he had not been there (bless the mark)
a ])issing while 5 but all the chamber smelt him. Out

with the dog, says one ; What cur is that ? says another;

Whiip him out, says the third ; Hang him up, says the

duke. I, ha\ ing been acquainted with the smell before,

knew it was Crab ; and goes me to the fellow that whips

the dogs : Friend, quoth I, you mean to whip the dog f

Ay, marry, do I, quoth he. You do him the more wrong,

quoth \; 'twas I did the thing you wot of. He makes me
no more ado, but whips me out of the chamber. How
many masters would do this for their servant ? Nay,

I'll be sworn, I have sat in the stocks for puddings he

hath stolen, otherwise he had been executed : I have

stood on the pillory for geese he hath killed, otherwise

he had suffered for't : thou think'st not of this now !

—

Nay, I remember the trick you served me, when I took

my leave of madam Silvia j did not I bid thee still mark
me, and do as I do ? When didst thou see me heave up
my leg, and make water against a gentlewoman's far-

thingale ? didst thou ever see me do such a trick ?

Enter Proteus and Julia.

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well.

And will employ thee in some service presently.

Jul. In what you please ;—I will do what I can.

Pro. I hope, thou wilt.—How now, you whoreson

peasant ? [Jb Launce.

Wliere have you been these two days loitering ?

Laun. Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the dog

you bade me.

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ?

Laun. Marry, she says, your dog was a cur; and
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tells you, currish thanks is good enough for such a
present

.

Pro. But she received my dog ?

Laiin. No, indeed, she did not : here have I brought
him back again.

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me ?

Laun. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen from me
by the hangman's boys in the market-place : and then

I offered her mine onn ; who is a c'og as big as ten of

yours, and thei'efore the gift the greater.

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and find my dog again^

Or ne'er return ag-ain into my sight.

Away, I say : Stay'st thou to vex me here ?

A slave, that, still an end, turns me to shame.

lExit Launce.
Sebastian, I have entertained thee.

Partly, that I have need of such a youth.

That can with some discretion do my business.

For "tis no trusting to yon foolish lowt
j

But, chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour

;

Which (if my augoiry deceive me not)

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth :

Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee.

Go presently, and take this ring with thee,

Dcli\ er it to madam Silvia

:

She lov'd me well, deliver'd it to me.

Jul. It seems, you lov'd her not, to leave her token:

She's dead, belike.

Pro. Not so
J
I think, she lives.

Jul. Alas !

Pro. \^'by dost thou cry, alas ?

Jul. I cannot choose but |»ity her.

Pro. Wherefore should'st thou pity her ?
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Jul. Because, methinks, that she lov'd you as well

As you do love your lady Silvia :

She dreams on him that has forgot her love

;

You dote on her, that cares not for your love.

'Tis pity, love should be so contrary
j

And thinking on it makes me cry, alas !

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and therewithal

This letter
;
—that's her chamber.—^Tell my lady,

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture.

Your message done, hie home unto my chamber.

Where thou shalt find me sad and solitary.

[Exit Proteus.

Jul. How many women would do such a message ?

Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain'd

A fox, to be the shepherd of thy lambs :

Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him
That with his very heart despiseth me ?

Because he loves her, he despiseth me ;

Because I love him, I must pity him.

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me.

To bind him to remember my good will

:

And now am I (unhappy messenger)

To plead for that, which I would not obtain
;

To carry that which I would have refus'd
j

To praise his faith, which I would have disprais'd.

I am my master's true confirmed love
;

But cannot be true servant to my master.

Unless I prove false traitor to myself.

Yet I wiU woo for him j but yet so coldly.

As, heaven, it knows, I would not have him speed.

Enter Silvia, attended.

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean
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To bring me where to speak %vith madam Silvia.

Sil. What would you with her, if that I be she ?

Jul. If you be she, I do entreat your patience

To hear me speak the message I am sent on.

Sil. From whom ?

Jul. From my master, sir Proteus, madam.
Sil. O !—he sends you for a picture ?

Jul. Ay, madam.
Sil. Ursula, bring my picture there.

[Picture brought.

Go, give your master this : tell him from me.
One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget.

Would better fit his chamber, than this shadow.

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter.

Pardon me, madam j I have unadvis'd

Deliver'd you a paper that I should not

;

This is the letter to your ladyship.

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again.

Jul. It may not be
5
good madam, pardon me.

Sil. There, hohl.

I will not look upon your master's lines :

I know, they are stutFd with protestations,

An<l full of new-found oaths ; which he will break.

As easily as I do tear his paper.

Jul. Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring.

Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me >

For, I have heard him say a thousand times.

His Julia gave it him at his departure

:

Though his false finger hath protnn'd the ring,

Mine shall not do his Julia so nmch wrong.

Jul. She thanks you.

Sil. What say'st thou ?

Jul, I thank you, madam, that you tender her

:
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Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much.
Sil. Dost thou know her ?

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself

:

To think upon her woes, I do protest.

That I have wept an hundred several times.

Sil. Belike, she thinks that Proteus hath forsook her.

Jul. I think she doth, and that's her cause of sorrow.

Sil. Is she not passing fair ?

Jul. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is :

When she did think my master lov'd her well^

She, in my judgement, was as fair as you j

But since she did neglect her looking-glass.

And threw her sun-expelling mask away.

The air hath starv'd the roses in her cheeks.

And pinch'd the lily-iincture of her face.

That now she is become as black as I.

Sil. How taU was she ?

Jul. About my stature : for, at Pentecost,

When all our pageants of delight were play'd.

Our youth got me to play the woman's part.

And I was trimm'd in madam Julia's gown
j

Which served me as fit, by all men's judgement.
As if the garment had been made for me :

Therefore, I know she is about my height.

And, at that time, I made her weep a-good.

For I did play a lamentable part

:

Madam, 'twas Ariadne, passioning

For Theseus' perjury, and unjust flight 5

Which I so lively acted with my tears.

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal.

Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead.

If I in thought felt not her very sorrow

!

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth !

—
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Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left !—

•

I weep myself, to think upon thy words.

Here, youth, there is my purse 5 I give thee this

For thy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lov'st her.

Farewell, . [Exit Silvia.

Jul. And she shall thank you for't, if e'er you know
her.—

A \drtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful.

I hope my master's suit will be but cold.

Since she respects my mistress' love so much.
Alas, how love can trifle with itself!

Here is her picture : Let me see ; I think.

If I had such a tire, this face of mine
Were full vb lovely as is this of hers :

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little.

Unless I flatter with myself too much.
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow t

If that be all the dificreuce iu his love,

I'll get me such a colour'd periwig.

Her eyes are grey as glass 5 and so are mine

:

Ay, but her forehead's low, and mine's as high*

What should it be, that he respects in her.

But I can make respective in myself.

If this fond love were not a blinded god ?

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up.

For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form.

Thou shalt be worshipp'd, kiss'd, lov'd, and adorVl

;

And, were there sense in his idolatry.

My substance should be statue in thy stead,

I'll use thee kindly for thy mistress' sake.

That us'd me so 5 or else, by Jove I vow,

I should have scratch'd out your unseeing eyes.

To make my master out of love with thee. [ExH,
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ACT V.

SCENE I.-—The same. An abbey.

Enter Eglamoub.

Egl. The sun begins to gild the western sky
j

And now, it is about the very hour
That Silvia, at Patrick's cell, should meet me.
She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours.

Unless it be to come before their time
j

So much they spur their expedition.

Enter Silvia.

See, where she comes : Lady, a happy evening !

Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour

!

Out at the postern by the abbey-wall -,

I fear, I am attended by some spies.

Egl. Fear not : the forest is not three leagues oflpj

If we recover that, we are sure enough. [Exeunt,

SCENE II.

—

The same. An apartment in the Duke's

palace.

Enter Thurio, Proteus, and Julia.

Thu. Sir Proteus, what says Silvia to my suit ?

Fro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was 5

And yet she takes exceptions at your person.

Thu. What, that my leg is too long ?

Pro. No ; that it is too little.

Thu. I'll wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder.

Fro. But love will not be spurr'd to what it loaths.
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Thu. What says she to my face ?

Pro. She says, it is a fair one.

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is black.

Fro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is.

Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes.

Jul. 'Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies' eyes
;

For I had rather wink than look on them. [^Aside,

Thu. How likes she my discourse ?

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war.

Thu. But well, w hen I discourse of love, and peace ?

Jul. But better, indeed, when you hold your peace.

[Aside

Thu. What says she to my valour ?

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that.

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it cowardice.

[_Jside.

Thu. What says she to my birth ?

Pro. That you are well deriv'd.

Jul. True j from a gentleman to a fool. [Aside,

Thu. Considers she my possessions ?

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them.

Thu. Wherefore?

Jul. That such an ass should owe them. [Aside.

Pro. That they are out by lease.

Jul. Here comes the Duke.

Enter Duke.

Duke. How now, sir Proteus ? how now, Thurio ?

Which of you saw sir Eglamour of late ?

Thu. Not I.

Pro. Nor I.

Duke. Saw you my daughter ?

Pro. Neither.
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Duke. Why, then she's fled unto that peasant Valen-

tine
;

And Eglamour is in her company.

'Tis true -, for friar Laurence met them both.

As he in penance wander'd through the forest

:

Him he knew well, and guess'd that it was she
3

But, being mask'd, he was not sure of it

:

Besides, she did intend confession

At Patrick's cell this even ; and there she was not

:

These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence.

Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse.

But mount you presently j and meet with me
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot

That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fled :

Despatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. \_Exit.

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl.

That flies her fortune when it follows her

:

I'll after ; more to be reveng'd on Eglamour,

Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [Exit.

Pro. And I will follow, more for Silvii's love.

Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. lExit.

Jill. And I will follow, more to cross that love.

Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. [Exit.

SCENE m.—Frontiers of Mantua. The forest.

Enter Silvia, and Out-laws.

Out. Come, come;
Be patient, we must bring you to our captain.

Sil. A thousand more mischances than this one

Have learn'd me how to brook this patiently.

2 Out. Come, bring her away.

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with her ?
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3 Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run us.

But Moyses, and Valerius, follow him.

Go thou with her to the west end of the wood.
There is our captain : we'll follow him that's fled

j

The thicket is beset, he cannot 'scape.
*

1 Out. Come, I must bring you to our cautain's cave

:

Fear not ,• he bears an honourable mind.
And will not use a woman lawlessly.

Sil. O Valentine, this I endure for thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE lY.—Another part of the forest.

Enter Valentine.

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man !

This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods,

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns :

Here can I sit alone, unseen of any.

And, to the nightingale's complaining notes..

Tune my distresses, and record my woes.

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast.

Leave not the mansion so long tenantless

;

Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall.

And leave no memory of what it was !

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia

;

Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swam !—
What halloing, and what stir, is this to-day ?

These are my mates, that make their wills their lavr^

Have some unhappy passenger in chace :

They love me well
,
yet I have much to do.

To keep them from uncivil outrages,

^^'ithdraw thee, Valentiue ; who's this comes here ?

[Steps aside..



15S TWO GENTLEMEN act y

Enter Proteus, Silvia, and Julia.

Pro. Madam, this service I have done for you,

(Though you respect not aught your servant doth,)

To hazard life, and rescue you from him
That wou'd have forc'd your honour and your love.

Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look j

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg.

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give.

Val. How like a dream is this I see and hear

!

Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. {Aside.

Sil. O miserable, unhappy that I am !

Pro. Unhappy, were you, madam, ere I came

;

But, by my coming, I have made you happy.

Sil. By thy approach thou mak'st me most unhappy
Jul. And me, when he approacheth to your presence

Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, ^

I would have been a breakfast to the beast.

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me.

O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine,

Whose life's as tender to me as my soul
j

And fiill as much, (for more there cannot be,)

I do detest false perjur'd Proteus :

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more.

Pro. What dangerous action, stood it next to death.

Would I not undergo for one calm look ?

O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approv'd.

When women cannot love where they're belov'd.

Sil. When Proteus cannot love where he's belov'd.

Read over Julia's heart, thy first best love.

For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith

Into a thousand oaths -, and all those oaths

Descended into perjurj', to love me.





TWO GENTLEMEN OF VEROXA.

ACT /'. Sctnc -i.

Valentine. Itullian, let go that nirle uncivil tt)iich ; Thciu

liend of an ill fasiiioiil
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Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou hadst two.

And that's far worse than none ; better have none

Than plural faith, which is too much by one :

Thou counterfeit to thy true friend !

Pro. In love.

Who respects friend ?

Sil. All men but Proteus.

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words

Can no way change you to a milder form,

I'll woo you like a soldier, at arms' end
;

And love you 'gainst the nature of love, force you.

Sil. O heaven

!

Pro. I'll force thee yield to my desire.

Val. Ruffian, let go that rude uncivil touch
j

Thou friend of an ill fashion !

Pro. Valentine

!

Fal. Thou common friend, that's without faith or

love;

(For such is a friend now,) treacherous man !

Thou hast beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye

Could have persuaded me : Now I dare not say

I have one friend alive : thou would'st disprove me.

Who should be trusted now, when one's right hand .

(s perjur'd to the bosom ? Proteus,

I am sorry, I must never trust thee more.

But count the world a stranger for thy sake.

The private wound is deepest : O time, most curst

!

Mong'st all foes, that a friend should be the worst

!

Pro. My shame and guilt confounds me.

—

Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow

Be a sufficient ransom for oflPence,

I tender it here j I do as truly suffer>

As e'er I did commit.
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Val, Then I am paid

;

And once again I do receive thee honest :—
Who by repentance is not satisfied.

Is nor of heaven, nor earth j for these are pleas'd
5

By penitence the Eternal's v^rath's appeas'd :—

«

And, that my love may appear plain and free,

.\11 that was mine in Silvia, I give thee.

Jul. O me, unhappy ! IFaintd.

Pro. Look to the boy.

Val. Why, boy ! why wag ! how now ? what is the

matter ?

Look up
J
speak.

Jul. O good sir, my master charg'd me
To deliver a ring to madam Silvia ;

Which, out of my neglect was never done.

Pro. Where is that ring, boy ?

Jul Here 'tis : this is it.

[^Gives a ring.

Pro. How ! let me see :

Why this is the ring I gave to Julia.

Jul. O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook

;

This is the ring you sent to Silvia. ^Shows another ring.

Pro. But, how cam'st thou by this ring ? at my de-

part,

I gave this unto Julia.

Jul. And Julia herself did give it me 5

And Julia herself hath brought it hither.

Pro. How ! Julia !

Jul. Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths.

And entertain d them deeply in her heart

:

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ?

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush !

Be thou asham'd^ that I have took upon me
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Such an immodest raiment j if shame live

In a disguise of love :

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds.

Women to change their shapes, than men their jiimas.

Pro. Than men their minds ! 'tis true : O heaven t

were man
But constant, he were perfect : that one error

Fills him with faults j makes him run through all sins

:

Inconstancy falls off, ere it begins :

What is in Silvia's face, but I may spy

More fresh in Julia's with a constant eye }

Vol. Come, come, a hand from either

:

Let me be blest to make this happy close j

*Twere pity two such friends should be long foes.

Pro. Bear witness, heaven, I have my wish for ever,

Jul. And I have mine.

Enter Out-laws, with Duke and Thurio.

Out. A prize, a prize, a prize

!

Val. Forbear, I say j it is my lord the duke.

Your grace is welcome to a man disgraced.

Banished Valentine.

Duke. Sir Valentine

!

Thu. Yonder is Silvia j and Silvia's mine.

Val. Thurio give back, or else embrace thy death 5

Come not within the measure of my v.rath :

Do not name Silvia thine j if once again,

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands.

Take but possession of her with a touch 3—
I dare thee but to breathe upon my love.—

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ;

1 hold him but a fool, that will endanger

His body for a girl that loves him not

:

VOL. I. M
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I claim her not, an4 therefore she is thine.

Duke. The more degenerate and base art thou.

To make such means for her as thou hast done.

And leave her on such slight conditions.—

Now, by the honour of my ancestry,

I do applaud thy spirit^, Valentine,

And think thee worthy of an empress' love.

Know then, I here forget all former griefs.

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again.—
Plead a new state in thy unrivall'd merit.

To which I thus subscribe,—sir Valentine, \,js^

Thou art a gentleman, and well deriv'd
j

T^ke thou thy Silvia^ for thou hast deserv'd her.

VaL I thank your grace 5 the gift hath made me
happy.

I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake.

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you.

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate'er it be.

Val. These banish'd men, that I have kept withaf.

Are men endued with worthy qualities -,

Forgive them what they have committed here.

And let them be recall'd from their exile :

They are reformed, civil, full of good.

And fit for gi'eat employment, worthy lord.

Duke. Thou hast prevail'd : I pardon them, arid thee;

Dispose of them, as thou know'st their deserts.

Come, let us go j we will include all jars

With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity,

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold

With our discourse to make your grace to smile :

What think you of this page, my lord ?

Duke. I think the boy hath grace in him; he blushes.

Val. I warrant you, my lord > more grace than boy«-
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Duke. What mean you by that saying ?

Val. Please you, I'll tell you as we pass along.

That you will wonder what hath fortuned.

—

Come, Proteus j 'tis your penance, but to hear

The story of your loves discovered :

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours j

One feast, one house, one mutual happiness,

{Exeunt,
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